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TO HER 


Royal Highness 

THE 

V N * 4 

Princefs of WALES. 


MAD A M, 



T is with the utmoft humility, 
that I prefume to lay the fol- 
lowing Icenes, at the feet of 
your Royal Highness. 


The greateft plea I ean offer in excufe 
for fuch a prefumption, is, that they are 
wholly frtendlejs 5 and,, tho’ the world, 

A a may 
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DEDICATION. 

may cenfure me of vanity, in acidrefling 
the produ&ions of # a mufe entirely un- 
known, to fo Auguft a Princess ; yet 
the moft forcible argument I can make ufe 
of, on this occafion is, that they fiand 
in need ’ of fuch a protection. This 
Tragedy was offer’d to the manager 
of the Theatre Royal laft winter ; 
but as I have not the honour of being 
known to perfons of rank and diftin&ion, 
I ingenioufly confefs’d it. Whether this 
was the inducing reaion, why it was not 
accepted there , I cannot determine. 

If it has the happinels of finding 
favour with your Royal Highness, 
that will exceed the applaufe of thou- 
fands. You are deftin’d, Madam, 
to be the joy of Three Nations, 
and thofe tranfcendant qualities, fo con- 
fpicuous- in your Royal Highness, 
excite the admiration of all hearts. 

That your^toYAL Highness and 
|he Prince tnay long live, to enjoy 

each 


Digitized by v^ooQle 



DEDICATION. 

(each other, and perpetuate the bleffings 
of peace and liberty to the EmM, 
natiqn, is the earneft -prayer, of , ■ 

MADAM, 

Tour Royal H'tghnefi s 

Mojl faithful, 

Mofi humble, and 

Devoted Servant, 


Charles Marsh. 
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T O 


Mr. Southern.’ 

t , . * , 

U Nknown to fame, the mufe prefents her fong 
To you, whofe nates hare charm’d the 
world fo long : 

If you approve, {he’ll not the cenfure fear 
Of thofe, whole judgment ever {he’ll revere. 

The candid, and the learn’d $ but ihou’d you- 
frown. 

In uncomplaining filence lhe’11 lay down 
Her vain pretennons to a lawrel crown. 

Hail, Sir! — you wrote in an Augujlan age. 

When farce durft not appear upon the flage : 
E’er pantomime cou’d rear its mimic head. 

Or French bujffoon'ries did the land o’erfpread.' 

An Englijh audience then was pleas’d with fenfe, 
ArwJjijatyre^-wel.l defcrib’d, wap eloquence. 
Ther^ was no need of Harlequin to charm ; 
Your glowing lines then kept the hearers arm. 
Lee, Dry den, Otway , Congreve, Tou , and Rowe, 
Cou’d melt the heart, and bid the tear to flow. 

With 
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With filent wonder the rapt audience fat* 

And mourn’d (a) Almeyda's and (6) Monimia's 


Wept at (c) Imoinda'g ' and (d) CaUJta's grief. 
And pleas’d beheld (e) Almeria's juft relief. 
To purge the paffions, take the drofs away* 
And make th* unruly apjtetites obey 
Our godlike reafon* was the chief aefign 
Of Greece and Athens, for the tragjcjino' 

Is truly noble* when it-tead*uo rat/V 
Tbe foul-tOr virtu* j thdn it* merits praifts 


(a) Don Sebaftian. (£)Orphan> . , 

(c) Oroonoko. fenitenti * 

(») Mourning Bride. 



Perfons 
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Persons Reprefented. 


MEN. 

Amasis; King of Egypt. 

PSAMMBNITUS the Prince. . ' 

Mardian, a Baftard, Nephew to tKe&ing^ • 
Arbaces, a difcontented Nobleman. 

i two Courtiers - 

Cephrenus jtwo Officers in the Egyptian 
Armenon J Army. 

A Ruffian. 


WOMEH. 

Mir i ana l a y° un S Lad X* fecretly married to 

* J the Prince. 

Iras, her Attendant. * 

Guards, See. 

* 

SCENE Memphis in old Egypt . 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

The royal palace at Memphis. 

Enter Phanes and Sethon. 

Phanes. 

[NCE more, my friend, Egypt's in- 
trepid fons . 

Exert the valor of their great fore- 
fathers. 

And prove themfelves dependents or 
the Gods. 

Again the genius of our Land revives-,. 

' Luting her head viftorious o’er our foes ; 

The hardy Libyan , and the jetty Ethiop, 

. g Have 
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Have felt the terror of our vengeful arms. 

Like thunder pouring from the hands of Jove. 

&■//>. Nor fhall the Perjian , with a viftor’s pride, 
Infult us more ; Fortune, that plum’d her wings. 
And perch’d herfelf on Cyrus’’ golden creft. 

With double welcome, fince that hero’s death. 
Returns to Amafts , the firft of kings. - - - 
Pfammenitus has of the enemy 
Left twice ten thoufand for a prey to Vultures. 

Pha. Their deity, the ever-glorious fun. 
Henceforth fhall, blufhing, veil his facred head. 
Nor view the leff’ning glory of his vot’ries. 

To day the prince, with living lawrel crown’d. 
Comes to receive, from his illultrious fire. 

The welcome due to fuch a god-like fon. 

Seth. He does, my friend, yet, tho’ the noble 
youth 

Has ever trod in the bright paths of honour. 

His father’s heart feems from him quite eflrang’dj 
His fond, paternal love, has had its date. 

And, in its room, inglorious paflions reign. 

Pha. Pfammenitus had once his father’s foul ; 

He liv’d not, but in gazing on the boy ! 

When, from the war, triumphant he has come, ’ 
Ifi his fond arms 

He’d, with the extacy of lovers, clafp him ; 
Hear him defer i be the dangers he had ’fcap’d. 
The glorious toils and hazards,of the war. 

And dwell, with pleafure, on his honour’d fears. 
Then — in a rapture would he blefs the gods • 
Who gave him fuch a hero in a fbn. 

Seth. But, as infirmity belongs to man. 

So the moft perfect Tome times blindly tread 
The maxe of error. Pha. 
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Pha. The gods place kings as their vicegerents 
here ; 

And bid them” rule, their proxies for this world; 
Nor can they ever delegate the trail 
Of facred empire in a worthier hand : 

He is a prince whom heav’n mull highly favour. 
Moil merciful, beneficent, and good. 

Before his throne the poor ne’er kneel’d in vain ; 
Th’ opprefled orphans, and the widows tears. 

He wipes away, and glads with fit awards, . 
Holding with equal poife, "the fcales of-juftice. 
Seth. True, Phanes, he is all that’s great and 
royal ! 

Yet, ihall I fpeak ? there is that ftains his glory. 
That bows the hero, and fubdues his foul : 
Caught in the fnare of beauty ; tho’ he flruggles 
Like a hurt lion taken in the toils. 

Still the tranfcendent charms of Miriana, 
Superior, even to the voice of honour. 

Hold him in fecret chains, twine round his heart. 
And of a monarch make a doating Have ; 

Elfe, had his tow’ring virtue reach’d the skies. 
And claim’d its kindred to divinity. 

Pha. Sethon , obferve the envy of their liars ; 
The prince too doats on this illullrious charmer. 
And basks him in the funfhine ol her fmiles ! 
Father and fon ? both in her fnares are caught ; 
Both wear the chains of this imperial beauty. 
Seth. Sure, by the haughty Unde, that Ihou’d 
be Mardian , 

The nephew of the king — he moves this way. 
Bulled -in gloomy thought. — I know not why-. 
His prefen. e irks my fight — within his mind 

B z The 
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The latent feeds of hot ambition lye. 

And make him to a throne a dang’rous kinfman. 

Let us avoid him, Phanes. Honeft eyes 

But ill can brook to meet diflimulation. [ Exeunt . 


SCENE II. 

Mardian alone. 

With vi&ory return’d ! — the Perjians beat I—* 
And does he here in triumph wing his way ?— 
He does — he comes — fwell’d with his full-blown 
honours. 

Curfe on the ftar that lights him thus to glory ! — 
This prince — the young Pfammenitus, this fav’riter 
Of thofe who rule above. — But to my peace 
A mortal foe ; — the bane of my ambition. 

He’s now the foldier’s idol, Egypt's hope j 
What then am I ? — do not thefe veins contain 
The fame rich blood that circles in the king’s ? 
Tho’ but a baftard fcion of his ftem : 

Tho’ mark’d with infamy, and quite defpoil’d 
Of that inherent right, which infant nature, 

Jn her firft, uncorrupted ftate, allow’d 
To all : yet the ethereal energy. 

The actuating principle that moves 

The foul to god-like a£ts — that thirft of fway 

Which was implanted in me at my birth. 

Has not forfook me. No. I feel the heat. 

The particle divine ; it rages in me. 

And only boundlefs greatnefs can appeafe it ! 

SCENE 
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5 

scene nr. 

Mardian, Arbaces. 

Afar. Well, my Arbaces . — Is the prince arriv’d ? 
Atb. He’s now, my lord, amid’ft th’ acclaim- 
ing croud. 

Entering, in martial pomp, our Memphis ftreets. 
The fwarming populace, fo clofely prefs. 

They choak the pafiage of the vigor’s car. 
Mard. And wherefore do you fhun this happy 
fight ? 

Which all men’s eyes are greedy to behold I 
Arb. Let the unthinking herd, with lavifli 
praife >* 

Adore their minion, and engrofs his fmiles : ■ 

I cannot meanly fawn, nor bend the knee. 
When the eflential part, my heart, is abfent. 
But, I have faid enough — perhaps — too much. 

Mard. Nay — on : 

By great. Ofyris, I’m already charm’d ! v 

The prince 

Arb . . Grows deadly 

Mard. To your hopes and mine. — • 

Arb. Mine he has kill’d already. 

Mard. Speak your grief 

Sorrows imparted to a tender friend. 

At leaft are leflen’d, if not quite redrefs’d. 

Arb. ’Tis needlefs to inform you of the hatred 
Which, from our infancy, has ftill been nurs’d 
’Twixt me and Phocias — my detefted rival ; 

Suffice 
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Suffice it now to fay — Mandane's loft ? 

By prince Pfammenitus ’ defpotick will 
Bellow’d, on tbis'curft fav’rite, this new minion? 
Her vows, that once were mine, by him are 
claim’d ; 

He clafps her now — while to his glowing breaft 
Thebeauteous maid yields all that hoard of joys 
Which J had fondly treafur’d up as mine : 

And lhall I tamely bear it, fit down calmly. 
And ’bide with patience under fuch an injury ? 

No 1 difclaim all loyalty and love ; 

Irrevocable hate — revenge, and fpight. 

Come to my aid : — henceforth polfefs my foul, 
Thati may throw with treble retribution. 

On the offender’s head — this mortal pang 1 
Mard. There fpoke indeed the man — here let 
us join ; 

Lik? two bold hunters, we’ll unite our toils; 
Nor lhall the lion, or the whelp efcape. 

Arb. I am your creature, ever, my good lord ; 
Your father, my late royal matter, rais’d me : 

To you devoted, ifty remains of life. 

From this fixt iEra, lhall be wholly yours. 
Propofethe means — I have a heart and hand 
Shall never ftop, while there’s revenge in view. 
Mard. Hear then ; the prince, preluming on a 
friendlhip 

Has long been kept inviolate betwixt us. 

Left to my charge, Aulete' s beauteous daughter. 
Adjuring me to keep her from the eyes 
Of the enamour’d King : he trufts me too. 

Calls me his friend, and hugs me in his bofom 
Thinking the favours he has lavilh’d on me. 

Are 
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Are ample recompence for lofs of empire. 

Thus have I means to ruin both at once. 

Yet neither think me falfe.- — 

Arb. Still may they fleep— — 

Still lull themfelves in their own fancy’d fafety. 
Till th’ unfeenhand of fate fhall draw the curtain^ 
And waiting ruin fhall devour them both. 

But, Mardian , fay, how did the king relapfe ? 
5 Twas faid, he had refign’d her to his fon. 

Mard, One day, ’twas when the fun was 
mounted high. 

And, from his zenith, (hot his fervid rays 
With his meridian ftrength — the love-fick maid, 
T’avoid the heat, had gain’d a jefs’mine bow’r : 
The fpringingflow’rs (the emblem of her beauty) 
Seem to rejoice at fuch a charming gueft ! - 
Penfive fhe fat upon a verdant feat. 

Her languid head reclin’d upon her hand ; 

Her robes were by officious zephyrs fann’d. 

And gently blown afide : when, to the view. 

Her bofom rofe, lifted by heaving fighs ; 

Her warmeft wi flies then were fent abroad. 

And made her cheeks with deep vermilion glow: 
All that the poets fable of their Venus, 

Ev’n when the raptur’d fancy highell foars. 
Comes fliort of what fhe feem’d ! the am’rous 
monarch. 

As fortune led his fteps, came by that way ; 
Struck with th’ enchanting fight — fpeechlefs 
he gaz’d. 

Devouring with his eyes that world of beauty ! 

As he approach’d her-— the affrighted maid 
Precipitately fled — like a young bounding roe, 

" . That 

' # 
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That feuds it o’er the lawns to ’fcape the hunter > 
So did Ihe fly confus’d — and left the king 
Plung’d o’er — quite loft in the vaft gulph of love. 

Arb.How will his warring paflions tear his foul. 
When he beholds th« young viftorious prince 

Claiming his facred promife 

Mard. True, Arbaces 

Already he begins to curfe his birth, 

Willies he could behold him a dead coarfe. 
Stretch’d at his feet, rather than thus triumphant. 
That felf-tormenting fcorpion, jealoufy. 

Preys on his vitals, and devours his heart. 
Deforming the great image of the gods. 

Yet let the impending ftorm break where it will. 
Still it muft make for us — while we, fecure. 
Watching the moment, \yhen their genii nod 
Will catch them then, and drag them to per- 
dition. 

But I muft hence, by this the king expe£ts me, 
With well-difembl’d duty will I meet him. 
Who covers deep defigns, fhou’d have the art. 
To make the face, look different from the heart. 

[Exemt. 


SCENE 
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£ C E N E IV. 

A private apartment in the palace, Miriana is 
aijcovered fitting in a melancholly pofiure. Iras 
attending. Soft mufick. 

After the mufick , Jhe rifes and '/peaks. 

Mir. In vain thefe Toothing founds of joy 
ialute me } 

In, vain does mufick lend its fprightly aid ! 

All powerful harmony, that can aifwage. 

And calm the for rows of the frenzy’ d wretch; 
Till lull’d with thy enchanting, grateful numbers; 
He throws quite off the burthen that opprefs’d 
, . s him: t „ 

On me thy force is loft. Infenfible to joy. 
Mourning and difcontent fit heavy on me. 

Iras. Still; ffcill, my royal miftrefs, will you 
. cherifli . , 

This pining anguifli, that deftroys your peace. 
And preys upon your iife ? defponding looks. 
And eyes that ftream with tears,are fit companions 
For mis’ry and defpair — t— — 

Mir. This is their manfion : 

Here, in this heart, they’ve fa’en up their abode; 
And, oh, I fear, will dweil with me for ever. 
What is’t to me, this fpleridid pomp of woe. 
This pageantry of greatnefs; that but fwells. • 
And more augments my grief? princefsof Egypt r 
And yet I am forclorn — diftreis and forrow . 

Q Ari 
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Are rooted in my foul. 

Iras. Why Ihould they dwell 
Where innocence and goodnefs fit inthron’d 
In all their native luftre ? — let me beg you — 
Mir. What would’ft thou fay 1 have I the joy 
of- brides? 

Have thefe defiring eyes beheld their lord, 

Ev’n from that moment, when the holy prieft 
Pronounc’d us one ? 

Iras. Not feen him fince you wedded ? — ■ 
-Mir. Scarce was the holy ceremony ended. 
When the harfti trumpet call’d him to the field* 
’Twas on that morning, when the king com- 
manded . 

Pfammenitus, as general, Ihould fucceed 
My warlike father, privately he came 
To take his farewel, e’er he went to battle. 
Gods ! what divinity then ftione around him ! 
How did he look ! majeftick, all commanding , 
Awful as Mars ! — yet, love had kindly mixt. 
And blended in his mien, the foothing fweetiiefs 
Of the fair Cyprian queen. With fighs and vows. 
With all the tender eloquence of love. 

He begg’d me to reward* his faithful flame. 
That he might call me his — however fortune 

difpos’d of him in fight 

Iras. You yielded then 

' Mir. Could 1 refufe, there to- bellow my hand. 
Where my fond heart already had fumm’d up 
All that the bounty of the gods could give ? 
The woman’s nicenefs had been then m vain : 
That hour united us— the facred rites 
In fecret were perform’d, and I : was rais’d . 

To 
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To the illuftrious rank of Egypt's prlncefs. 

Iras. Why then thefe tears ? — pardon your 
faithful Have, 

Pfammenitus is noble 

Mir. Oh, he’s god-like !— '-<■ 

Heav’n form’d him fure, a pattern for mankind j 
The pride of his own fex, and vvilh of ours ! 

Yes, I werebleft, did not the faithlefs king. 

In violation of his royal promife^ 

Still perfecute me with his guilty paflion : 

In this retreat, where I have chofe with thee 
To live reclus’d, and hidden from the world. 

To mourn the irkfome abfence of my husband ; 
Each day he comes,and haunts me with his love ; 
Thinking to charm me with the pompous 
founds 1 

Of grandeur, power, and all that can invite. 

Or elevate the thoughts of the ambitious : 

But, ’tis in vain ; for heav’n that fees the foul. 
And knows the fecret fp rings of all our adtions, 
Muft bear me witnefs, ’twas the virtues only 
Of my Pfammenitus that gain’d my love. 

Well cou’d I bear difgrace and poverty. 

The lofs of what the fortunate call bleffings. 
Riches and honour, all the golden train 
That wait obfequious on the proud and great: 

I could forego it all for him — for him . 

Whom I have chofe the partner of my heart. 
Thro’ all the various fcenes that chequer life. 
Iras. The gods, who’re ever friendly to the 
virtuous. 

Will yet point out fome way to make you happy : 
Each moment brings Pfammenitus ftill nearer ; 

C 2 His 
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His prefence will difperfe the beating furges 
That, gathering to a ftorm, now vex your peace^ 
And bring you to the haven of repofe. 

Mir . Methinks, indeed, the mention of that 
name 

Shou’d make my heart exult and bound with 
tranfport ; 

But yet this gloom that hangs upon my foul. 
This inward lomething, not to be exprefs’d. 
Checks all my riling raptures, damps each thought 
That tends to joy — Oh, thou refplendent goddefs I 
Thou chafte Diana, that protects thy votaries. 
To whoitf my virgin vows were ever paid ! 

Why did I leave your fafe and flow’ry paths. 
Where peace of mind and fweet contentment 
dwell. 

To tread the thorny labyrinths of love ? 

Iras. Truft ftill in heaven, the vi&orious prince 
May find fome moment to difclofe your marriage $ 
And Amafis , returning yet to virtue. 

Shall heap paternal blellings, in reward 
For all the hero’s fuff’rings. 

Mir. Ye bleft pow’rs ! 

Extinguilh in his breaft this fatal flame. 

And bring him back to honour — Ha! he’s here ? 
©own riling thoughts — defcend e’en to the centres 
That I may put a foreign ’femblance on. 

Left his too piercing eyes pervade, and fearch 
The fecrets of my foul. 


SCENE 
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SCENE V. 

Amafis, Miriana, Mardian, Iras. 

Ama. Mardian, no more ! — I tell thee, I have 
try’d 

The utmoft ftrength of vain philofophy. 

The moral reas’nings of the wifeft fages. 

All that the fchools of Athens ever taught : 
What are they, when oppos’d to beauty’s pow’r? 
Her lov’d idea’s blended with my foul j 
And what (hall rate it thence ? iooner the Nile , 
When, with impetuous force, he breaks his 
banks. 

And in his dreadful march bears all before him. 
Shall be turn’d backward by this fingle hand ! 
Mir, Be ftill my heart, what mean thy dread 
alarms. {ajide. 

Ama. Hail Miriana ? hail angelick maid J 
How fhall I fpeak, how tell thy wond’rous worth? 
With lavilh hands the gods have fhour’d on thee 
Their choiceft gifts, form’d thee divinely fair. 
And mark’d thee out for their peculiar rav’rite. 
Behold, I lay my fceptre at your feet, 

Thou’rt Egypt's queen — Nay, ftart not Miriana , 
Nor think this a Ihort fally of wild tranfport j 
Thy virtues add a brightnefs to my throne. 

Ana make its glories blaze with greater fplendor. 

Mir. My lord ! 

Ama. Why doft thou, blulhing, turn away 
Thy eyes ? — let the ill-judging world repine. 

And 
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And envy thy fuperior excellence. 

You merit more, my fair, than can this globe. 
With all its pompous honours, e’er beftow. 

Mir. Strive not, great fir, to ruin my repofe ; 
My humble fate ne’er meant me for a crown 5 ^ 
Nor did my foul e’er fwell With fuch ambition ; 

| am unworthy of your leaft regard. 

Ama. Unworthy 1 where then lhall we find 
perfection ? 

The characters of heav’n are fairly wrote 
On thy bright form ! the purity of angels 1 
Moft fteadraft truth, and never-ending joys ! 
Bleft peace, with its fair train of happinefs ! 
y\.ll — all, are found in thee ! 

Mir. My. worth’s fo fmall. 

That this exaggerating praife upbraids me ; 

And fpreads this crimfon o’er my glowing cheeks. 
Survey, my lord, the thoufand various beauties 
That fhine in Afia j and then fix your choicp 
.On fome illuftrious maid, whofe thirft for rule. 
And parity of birth, may dignify. 

And to a diadem add lafting honours. 

The Ihining glories of a crown wou’d fade. 

And lofe their luftre, were it plac’d on me. 
Wou’d heav’n but be indulgent, prove propitious. 
All that I ask, is bleft ferenity : 

In peaceful folitude to pafs my days, 

Obfcure, and unregarded j not to raife 
A pile (from flatt’ring man) of momentary 
praife. 


SCENE 
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, SCENE VI. 

I 

$ Amafo, Mardian. 

Ama . Confufion ! to my face am I defpis’d ? 
Have I, whofe ftubborn foul yet never knew 
To cringe and bend, have I defcended thus. 

To be refus’d ? — perdition blaft her beauties. 

Mard. How thin are the difguifes we put on. 
To hide th’ impaffion’d frailties of our fouls l 
When the prince comes, in other terms ftie’li 
fpeak. 

Unfold to him the language of the heart. 

Ama. Ha I — thou haft read aright the fubtla 
maid. 

On me, file turns an eye of fierce difdain. 

But, to another, gives her very foul. 

Another ! who ? — who durft afpire fo high. 

Or e’en in thought prefume to rival me ? 

My fon ! hence, ftruggling nature, all thy calls 
Are loft, in the wild tempeft of my paflion : 
Pfammenitusy thou art difclaim’d for ever. 

Thou innate enemy to my repofe ! 

[Jhouts at a dijtance. 
Mard. Thefe Ihouts proclaim him at the 
palace gates. 

ArbaceSy fure, will mark the lucky moment, [aftde. 
Ama. Comes he in triumph too ? ambitious 
boy ! 

That, like an unfledg’d eagle, longs to foar. 
E’er his young pinions can luftain his weight. 

SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 

Amafis, Mardian* Arbaces. 

Ama. Arbaces ! Well ! — — 

Arb. Hail to your majefty ! — ~- 
Pfammenitus, with folemn pomp, is come. 
Adorn’d with all the enfigns of a conq’ror ; 
Borne at the head of his exulting foldiers. 

Who rob the palm and olive oftheir branches,' 
Toftrew the way, and make our ftreets a grove/ 
Applauding Memphis grateful greets his prefence^ 
Next to his car* in glitt’ring fetters bound, • , 
Ten captives (in whole veins the richeft blood 
Of Perjia runs) in abjeft ftate are feen. 

Th’ admiring croud, gaze ’till the beamy orbs 
Of fight are almoft crack’d ; Ihouts rend the air* 
As when great IJis, thro’ the iEther pours 
Tremendous peals of thunder. 

Ama. Have you done ? 

Or mean you to fall down and worfhip this new* 
God? 

This idol of the changing popullce ! 

In love, and war, fuperior far to me.— » 

But I will be my felf — exert the king ; 

And put on all my majefty to meet him. 

[Exit Amafis., 


scene’' 
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SCENE VIII. 

Mardian, Arbaces. 

Mar. So — thus far all goes well — now let it 
work ! 

This double jealoufy of love and pow’r. 

Either of which would fet a world in flames, 

Muft in deftrudion end ! — 

Arb. Mark’d you his front ? 

The hoftile frown, that on his vifage fat. 
Declar’d the fury which he felt within. 

Mard.lt did. But'e’er to-morrow’s fun fliall fet. 
That fury fliall burft forth, like thofe eruptions 
Which * Etna, or Vefuvious vomit out. 

And fcatter death and ruin, where it flies. 

What I tho’ my father, without prieftly form, 
.Infus’d his god-like foul into my mother ; 

And I am but the produce of (fcoll’n joys. 

When vigorous nature prompted them to love ! 
My fp irit !— that afpiring heavenly fparkf 
Struct out from Jove to lighten up this clay, 
Wou'd foar aloft — beyond the vulgar ken ! jy 
In her imperial feat look down on men, / 

As the ftrong eagle mounts, and fcorns the C 
diftant wren. 3 

End of the jirfi Act. 
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ACT II. SCENE L 


An antichamber. 

Pfammenitus, Cephrenus, Armenon. 
Pfammenitus. 

S Mmortal IJis, and thou great OJiris , 
Accept, ye tutelary gods of Egypt, 
As incenfe,thefe our tributary thanks ! 
At length deftru&ion ceafes. Mur- 
d’rous war 

Has glutted quite its fell companion death. 

Nor lhall he more, with undiftingiiilh’d rage 
Sweep to one common grave the great and 
vulgar. 

O, my brave friends ! partakers of my dangers ; 
How lhall I teftify the grateful fenfe , 

My foul conceives of fuch exalted worth ? 

But kings, like gods, diffufive of their blelfings. 
When merit claims, with open hands reward ; 
My father then, great Amajts, lhall thank you. 

Ceph. ’Tis to Pfammenitus we owe ourconqueft: 
The exemplary valour of our prince 
Chear’d the defponding foldier, gave new ardor. 
And kindled in his foul a third: for glory. 

Arm. 
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Arm. Whp wou’d bot follow where his gen’ral 
leads f ' > • 

Shou’d death, wit^ll his gaftly train, appear 
To {fop the paffage^ fuch illuftrious courage 
Wou’d fure infpiref fe’^n floth and cowardice. 

And teach them to be daring. 

Pfam. Soft, my friends. 

Flatt’ry but ill becomes a foldier’s mouth ; 
Leave we the pra&ife of thofe meaner arts v 
To fmooth -tongue ftatefmen, and betraying 
courtiers. 



SCENE II. 

Pfammenitus, Mardian, Cephrenus, Armenon. 

Pfam. My friend! my Mardian ! my foul’s 
other part ! 

The fight of thee muftfurely be aufpicious ; 

To meet my friend the moment I arrive 
Foretels the happincfs that heav’n defigns me. 
Mard. Here let me kneel— here, by the great 
Qjiris , 

Swear faith, .and friendfhip, to ray princely 
kinfman : 

The joy to fee you thus with vift’ry crown’d. 
Exceeds the pow’r of fpeech. 

Pfam. Let this — and this — [ embracing . 

Witnefs, how I efteem and love fuch virtue. 

But fee, the door unfolds, duty be firft obey’d* 
Theh, love and Miriana wholly claim me. 

D 2 SCENE 
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SCENE m. 

Opens and difcoverS Amafis on his throne. Plain- 
menitus, Mardian, Arbaces, Cephrenus, Ar- 
menon, Phanes, Sethon, and attendants. The 
prince hows to the king at a difiance. 

Ama . Pfammenitus , your conqueft, wing’d by 
fame. 

Has reach’d our ears : with wonder we obferve, 
Where-e’er you pafs, the idolizing croud 
Behold you as their guardian deity. 

Stile you invincible,' their great prote&or : 

The pillar that fupports our royal fabrick. 
Which elfe wou’d fall, and moulder into ruin. 

Pfam. If I have any virtue, if kind heav’n 
Has bleft with victory my youthful arms. 

And crown’d me with the fpoilaof proftrate foes, 
’Tis all my father’s : in his glorious caufe 
Still fhall my fword be drawn, my blood be fhed, 
You fir’d my breaft with emulating ardor. 
Train’d me to martial a&s, taught me, when 
young. 

To bend the ftubborn bow, and hurl the javelin ; 
Early you plac’d me in the foremoft rank. 

And bid me, in the fury of the fight. 

Maintain that poll, or die. 

Ama. But now, my hero. 

You bear the palm from all competitors. 

My glories difappear, when thou’rt in fight : 

As the feint twylight of the glimm’ring morn 

Is 
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Is loft amid the blaze of fuller day. 

P/am. If e’er my foul was fond of vain ap- 
plaufe, 

Qr Iwell’d . with praifes from. th’ unthinking 
vulgar, 

Ufurp’d ah hppour from ,my royal fire ; 

Judge me, ye gods ! and let me fink before hinu 
For you, my king and father, haye.I fought ; 
For you I conquer’d. 

Ama. Foryourfelf you triumph’d ; 

Elated with, your conqueft, you, forget 
Your duty to your king— Ungrateful boy !, 
You, like young : Jwe on Ida's airy top,. 

Attraft the, eyes of tne admiring, throng, 

Whilft Ij like, i Saturn* am left quite regardleft. 
Defer ted, and fqrjorn. 

Pfam. Oh, facred fir, [kneeling* 

Thus at your feet I bend.and lay my lawrels. 
Let me not, rife, ye all avenging powers ! 
Transfix me here your monument of wrath ! 

On me, prove all your thunder, if a thought 
E’er rofe within me, but of utmoft rev’rence. 
And dutious veneratipnfor my father. 

Some bufy , villain, fome unknown, curft traitor. 
Has fure traduc’d me to the royal ear. 

Qh J that my fword cou’d find him,, that fhou’d 
prove 

The filial piety of wrong’d Pfmmenitus. 

Ama. Prince, this bold licenfe of prefuming ■ 

youth? 

But mpre oftpods; us. Incur prefence this ?— >' 

By Jove, if I not roufe me, this proud boy. 

E’er long, will ftrip me or my majefty I — 
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Of all my honours, and quite leave me bare. 
The blank of royalty ! — why, with what pomp 
Did our Egyptians meet him as he pafs’d ! 
Proclaim’d him their deliverer ! — to the skies 
Ten thoufand voices, all at once, arofe. 

With adulating founds, to mouth his praifes ! 

As he had been Alcides , or the god 
Who guides the fiery car, great Mars himfelf? 
Pfam. Where ftiall the innocent now fly for 
fhelter? 

Since in the royal breaft there is no juftice ! 

Oh king ! oh father J by thofe facred names 
I beg you take — take from this wretched prince 
His hated life — fince I no more behold 
The dear paternal fmiles that wont to blefs me : 
Since I offend you, cut me from the earth : 

Are thefe the triumphs, of Pfammenitus ? 

Oh ! fatal conqueift ! mournful viftory ! 

Fame, glory, empire, all th’ afpiring hopes. 
The blooming pleafures that fhou’d crown my 
youth,' 

Are blaflted quite ! my lawrels all are wither’d ! 
Nor fhall the prince of Egypt wear ’em more. 
Ama. Woud’ft thou acquit thee of the impu- 
tation. 

And prove th’ obedience which you fo much 
boaft. 

Be this the teft, the touchftone of thy duty. 
Refign the rich, th’ ineftimable gem. 

The treafure my fond foul has long defir’d : 

For, mark mie prince, J’d reign too in my turn, 
Fair Miriana is the crown I prize j 
•To her lift not up thy forbidden eyes# 

Hef 
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Her fmile is fame, ambition, and renown. 

Nor can an empire gain’d, compenfate for her 
frown. Amafis and attendants . 

SCENE IV. 

Pfammenitus, Mardian. 

Pfam. Am I awake ? or is’t a vifion all ?— < 
Oh, Mardian , aid me, help me to fupport 
The thoughts that war within, ana tear my 
brain. 

Refign her I give her up ! forfake my love ! 

' Oh tyrant duty I what doft thou demand ? 

Can it then be ? and is the facred word 
Of kings, no more than blafts of common air ? 
If fo, all truth is banifli’d from the earth : 

Back to her native sky fhe has retir’d. 

And only ftern oppreflion reigns below. 

Mard. Think not fo deeply on’t, mylord; 
*twas but 

A whirl, perhaps a fudden guft of paflion. 
Which reafon, the next moment, may o’er rule. 
Pfam. Not think on’t !— do I think ? — do I, 
or live. 

Or fpeak ? — or am I ftunn’d, quite fenfelefs grown, 
Crufh’d with the mortal weight that’s thrown 
• upon me ? 

Ah ! — wou’d I were ! — thefe pangs — the agonies. 
The piercing throes of foul I now endure. 

Would then be over !--but,while thought remains. 
While the imagination Hill prefents 

Such 
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Such images, my woes will make me feel ’em* 
Mard. To fee you thus, my' prince, is death 
to Mardian. 

Compofe yourfelf— the king, you kfiow, is god- 
like. v 

Good, to a vaft profuliOft j he extends 
His juftice to the meaneft of his flaves ; 

What then is owing to Pfammemius ? 

Pfam. The king! — where is he? why haft 
thou difturb’d me J [farting*. 

I wpu’d have dos’d out life— you wake my 
mem’ry. 

And bring me back again to fenfe and pain !-— 
Has he not us’d a brutal violence?-^— 

Perhaps compell’d her?— drag’d her to 'his bed? 
Methinks my bufy foul now forms the fcene : 

I fee him now, th’ imperial lawlefs tyrant j 
Oh royal ruffian ! in her ambierrthair 
% His hand faft lockt,.he grafps my helplefs love ; 
With ftrong convulfive pangs, in vain (he Arrives, 
In rain on me ihe c^lh—htl^—htl^yPfammenitus : 
Your wife — -your virgin-bride, is quite defpoil’d l 
He, who fhou’d guard ner innocence, has drain’d it i 
Undone! — abandon’d 1 — ruin’d, and forlorn !— - 
• Oh, I can bear no more ; my brain will burft ! 
My veins, my heart, my arteries, are on Are !. 
Gods ! give me madnefs to allay the torture !— 
Mard. His wife ! bleft chatice ! I fliall im- 
prove that fecret. . [afde. 

Forbear, my prince — what means thefe excla- 
mations ? ; 

The princefs, arm’d with virtue, is fecure ; 
Heav’n ftill prote&s its conftant votaries. 

Pfam < 
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Pfdm. Whence thefe prefages ? thefe unwonted 
fhuddhings ? 

Such bodings are not fancies imag’ries : 

A more than woman’s fear invades my heart. 
Remember^ Mardian , to your care I gave her ; 
Charg’d you to keep her from my father’s fight. 
If thou hail dar’d to break the laws of friendfhip. 
And laid her beauties as a fnare to catch him. 
Think on the horrors that await thy crime ! 
Spe&res fhall haunt and fright thy guilty foul. 
And make thee curfe thy being, curfe the light! 
Blafpheme.the gods* and pull perdition down' 
Swift on thy tray tor’s head ! 

Nay, when thou (halt defcend to thofe dark 
regions* 

Where howling fiends are held in penal chains. 
And mix thee with the manes of the damn’d. 
E’en there thou (halt be branded for thy fin ; 
Since none can equal thy ftupendous vitenefs 1 
Mard. Is this the due return my foolifh love 
Has merited ?*- — to ftand fufpe&ed thus ! 

But ’tis mod juft — henceforth i (hall be wary 
How I contra£l p. friendfhip with th’ ungrate^ 
fill. ’ [going- 

' Pfam. Stay, Marxian, ftay — I yet would think 
thee honeft : _ 

Our infant years were fpeflt in love together ; 
Our fimpatnifing fouls were ftill united ; 

Have we not been the mirror to each other, 
Whofe bright reflection has expos’d to view. 
The m6ft minute conceptions of our hearts t 
Mard. k grieves me, that my prince lhould 
have a doubt 

Pi Of 
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Of Mardian ' s firm, unalterable faith. 

Pfam. I’ll think no more on’t — it brings chaos 
o’er me. 

To love and Miriana will I fly ; 

To extacies too fierce to be defcrib’d ! 

There will I lofe this forrow that furrounds me i 
And, like bleft martyrs, broken with their fuf- 
_ f’rings. 

Retire to heav’n, and to eternal reft. [£«/>. 

S C E N E V. 

Mardian. 

Mard. And, if to fleep thou goeft — be it eter- 
nal ! 

Perdition on thy head ! — thou honeft fool ! 
Think’ft thou, the wife, like thee — lay bare 
their fouls 

To ev’ry new protefter ? — oh what eafy dolts 
Thefe knotty hero’s are ! — a vow of friendfhip, 
A formal face, and looks of feeming honefty 
Catch the unthinking wretches in a moment. 
Repofe in me ! — ha — ha— dream on, be lull’d 1 
Nor feel the bofom’d fnake, till: it has ftung you. 
Marry’d he is. — The fecret too is mine. 

Doubt not, but I’ll employ it to advantage. 


SCENE 
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SCENE VI. • 

Mardian, Arbaces. 

Atb . A more than ufual gladnefs fmooth* 
your brow ; 

And I may think, with reafon, you are pleas’d 
At fomething unexpe&ed. 

Mard. Wou’d you think it ? 

This hot brain’d hero-^this young am’rous fool 
Has facrificed his fame, his idol, glory ; 

All his whole hoard of honour, to a woman. 
True, fhe is fair, the faireft of her fex ! 

But to pronounce him wretched all at once. 

He’s wedded ! 

Arb. Wedded ! ha ! — to Miriana l 

May peftilential hlafts — contagious fogs. 
Damper than e’er obfcur’d the face of day. 

For ever quench their hymeneal torch. — 
Mard . Moft glorious thought ! ’twill be a 
mafter-piece ! 

Yes — ’twill be vengeance riling to my hatred ! 
What, if at night, when fond Pfammenitus 
Expe£t§ to fate his foul with full fruition 
Of yet untafted blifs, we then cou’d fubftitute 
King Amajis ? — fend him to fill thofe arms ? 
Which yet, no doubt, are Grangers to ’em both. 

Arb. Wide-fpreading ruin — mifery, refin’d 
Beyond the pra&ife of malicious demons, 

Muft be the confequence. , The vaft idea 
Swells me to more than mortal — great revenge, 

E a That 
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That cries fo loud within me, thy demands 
Shall all be anfwer’d !'- — yes, Pfammenitus, 

Like mine? thy heart (hall know moft deep 
defpair ; 

The pang that follows difappointed love : 

Still doat like me, and be a wretch for ever. 
Mard. Have you yet heard, Arbaces , of the 
fate • • 

Of thofe brave Per fans, whom the chance of war 
Made captives to the prince ? 

Ark. In a clofe dungeon, 

Wbofe horrid womb the emhlem feems of hell. 
Loaded with gauling,chains, they mourn their 
fate. 

Nitas, who keeps them, is my well-try’d friend. 
’Tis true, he drefles up his face in fmuesj 
Yet well I know, upon a late affront 
The king has offer’d him, within his breaft 
His anger fmother’d lies j and only waits 
A feafon that may help him to difcharge it. 
Mard. ’Tis well — we’ll fhape the time, my 
friend, like Jove , 

When he made fate, and faid, thus lhall it be. 
The king ! no more — we now muft .mask our 
fouls. 


SCENE 
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SCENE yiL 


Amafis, hfardian, Arbaces, Sethon, Phanes, 
and attendants. 

Awia. Bid Nit as lead the captives forth to 
death. 

The Ferjian oft* has lavifh’d, in his rage. 

The blood of my beft fubjefts — But revenge 
Shall now be mine ; her hundred iron whips 
Shall all be brandifh’d, and my foes fhall feel me: 
Of the rich purple ftream that flows from them. 
I’ll make lipation to the injur’d manes 
Of thofe brave friends ; who, fighting by my fide. 
Have ftrew’d the fields with heaps of mangl’d 
limbs. 

And fill’d the air with peals of dying groans. 
Mard. Ha ! goes it there ? — I muft prevent 
their deaths. 

Or all our fch ernes are impotent and fruitlefs. 

[ajide to Arbaces. 

Your majefty will not prophane this day j 
This facred jubile of general mirth : 

When Egypt reaps the harveft of her vi&’ry. 
And all her fons, with jocund revelings. 

Enjoy the pleafures that attend on conquerors. 
The foldiers now, in wantonnefs and eafe. 
Devote themfelves to Bacchus — all their tents 
Are fpread with garlands ; each one tells his 
fellow. 

The number of the flain his arm has fell’d. 

With 
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With lawrel now they wreath their houlhold 
gods;. 

Whole prefence heightens and improves their 
tranfports. 

And more extends the contort of their joy ! 

Pardon me, facred fir ! but blood, methinks, 

Shou’d not difcolour this day’s happy whitenefs. 
Ama. To-morrow then they die . — P banes and 

Sethon 

Hafte,and protraft their doom. This day, indeed,' 

[ Exeunt Phanes and Sethon, 
Has giv’n me back part of that mafs of glory 
Which changing fortune lately rifj’d from me. ; 
Methinks, I now again appear as great. 

As when with Apries, I for empire ftruggl’d : 
Long did the goddefs vi&’ry, doubtful ftand. 

At length file plac’d herfelf upon my brow ; 
Smiling, file came, pleas’d to be feated there. 
And bid my budding honours ever fiouriih. 
Mard. Where flept my father’s genius at 
that hour ? 

But I muft fpeak a language that becomes me ; 
The courtier fawns — then, when he means to 
ruin. 

Our Eaftern world knows not a greater emperor } 
Provincial lords, and tributary kings. 

Shall bending come, and bow before your : foot- 
ftool. 

Make you the arbitrator of their quarrels. 

And ftiieldthem from their enemies hoftile force. 
Beneath the fpreading Ihelter of your power;. 
Arb. The god, who rules the day, in all his 
travels. 


Sees 
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Sees not a happier monarch ! fo bclov’d ! 

Your fubjefts, ev’ry moment, fend to heav’n 
Their pray’rs for your fuccefs : in ev’ry heart 
You reign unrivall’d — nor was Cyrus more 

The darling of the skies ! 

Ama. Ceafe, ceafe, this flatt’ry ! 
a Tis a mean, vicious habit thofe contra£l, 

Who hide the fettl’d purpofe of their fouls 
Under its fmooth and glitt’ring ornaments. 

As they difdain’d the honeft company 
Of plain and native truth. — I Ihou’d be happy. 
Above the wifhes of defiring mortals s 
Beyond the golden vifions or elyfium. 

Did lovely Miriana on me fmile. 

Or call a loft’ning look on my defpair l 
Honour and pow’r, like empty, gaudy trifles. 
For her I’d quit, and think the barter gain. 

But Ihe, with eyes fevere, and down-call mien. 
Tells me, ambition never was her choice ; 

A crown, to her, brings ho fincere delight j 
She feeks content in a more humble lot. 

Mard. Yet time, my liege, may make her 
lefs averfe. 

Who knows not, there are moments, when that 
fex 

Throw off th’affe&ed pride, and forc’d conllraint. 
That keep ’em from confenting to be happy. 
Ama. It lhall be fo — — no obllacle lhall 
Hop me } 

Not all the fubtilties, the labour’d arts. 

The feints that her whole fex devife to 
ihun us. 

Shall 
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Shall bar me from thofe joys I mean to prove, * . 
When, towards mine, her beating breaft fhall 
move. 

And her whole foul ihall give a lobfe to love. . 

Exeunt 4 

SCENE VW. 

Miriana’s apartment. 

t 

Pfafrimenitus, Miriana. 

Pfarri. Th is, Miriana, is, indeed, reward 
For all the perils that attend on war ^ 

Ample as vaft ambition e’er could wi£b l 
To reign fupremely. here within thy heatrt, 

Is far more glorious than anointed povv’r. ! 

Then let my father take it all j. this, world, 
This trifling gewgaw, if compar’d to. thee. 

And leave me only to indulge my raptures j 
To gaze on thee, thou fourqc of my delight * 

I ask no more. 

Mir. Nor will he grant you that ; 

But, like a lurking thief, he ftrives to rob 
And fpoil thee of thy treafuce. — Yes, I own. 
Nor need I fpeak it with a glowing blufh. 

By honour, lo ve, and all the holy ties 
That keep mankind within the bounds of order. 
Your right I am : nor fliall the world united. 
E’er fliake the faith of iny devoted fowl. 

Pfani. Oh thou all excellence !-r- thou w T on- 
d’rous proof 

Of 
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Of conftancy and love l — ye libertines. 

Ye lawlefs rovers, who, to fate defire, 
Aavage thro’ all love’s province ! can ye find 
Ev’n in that valt variety you prove, 

A charm like virtue ! — ’tis the only good. 

An emanation of that fource of light, 

Whofe all-creating word, from darknefs rais’d 
Yon lucid firmament, and bid it Ihine 
With never-ceafing luftre. Thou wert form’d 
To chafe defpair and forrow from my breaft ; 
C?ood fortune dwells with thee. 

Mir. Alas ! my prince I 
I fear our happinefs will ne’er be perfect. 

Why did miftaking fortune place me here, 
Amidft the artful guiles that reign in courts ; 
Where men betray each other ? where each fmile 
Is big with ruin — and where innocence 
Is fure to meet deftru&ion I— — — 

P/am. Thou art fafe 

In thefe protefbing arms j they (hall preferve thee. 
Thou quinteflence of all that’s good on earth. 
All the colle&ed fweets that crown the year. 
The fragrancy of nature, dwells with thee. 
Why doflt thou talk thus ? 

Art thou not all the bleffing of my life ? 

My father has difclaim’d me— -torn afunder 
The bonds that nature fhoir’d have bound for ever; 
And thou art all I’ve left me to rejoice in. 

Oh ! why then, Miriana t art thou thus ? 

Why art thou now o’ercome with fudden grief? 
You pain me to the heart ! — ?-— > 

Mir. My lord, my love ! 

Am I .thy caufe of pain ? Oh ! thou art dear, 

. ' F " ' ‘ Dear 
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Dear to thefe eyes as is returning mom. 

After a night of darknefs and defpair. 

As injur’d reputation clear’d and brighten’d. 
Which long, by leud, defamatory breath. 

Had been obfcur’d and full'y’d : witnefs, heav’n ? 
There cannot be a circumftance in life 
So terrible, but I wou’d take my fliare. 

My partnerfhip of‘ forrow,- with my husband; 
Pfal . Thou foul of truth ,of tendernefs and love? 
Mir. Oh ! my Pfammenitus ! 

Pfam. Supprefs that ligh ! — 

Thy bofom heaves, as if thy throbbing heart 
Wou’d force a paflage through the beauteous 
manlion. 

Mir. I will fupprefo it : 

I’ll ftifle all my fears, tho’ the fad vificm 
Is, to my tortur’d fancy, now prefeftted. * 

I will put off the woman — with ftrortg fortitude 
Arm all my foul ! — truft in that holy pow’r 
That makes ami£fed innocence its care. 

Nor doubt its great prote&ion. 

Pfam. Still thou’rt fad : 

Thy eyes betray an inward languifhing. 

Why art thou not, like me, all extacy ? 

To fold thee thus — thus in my ftraining arms. 
To grafp my love — to hold her to my bofom. 
Is fuch profufion ! fuch excefs of bli-ls ! 

As quite delfroys the mem’ry of my wrongsf 
Leaves in my loul no vacancy for thought j 
T’intrude and interrupt my prefentjoys. 

Mir. Oh ! my lov’d lord, thefe ftong emo- 
tions fright me. 

Extremes of joy, or grief, are often fatal. 

- - Whence 
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Whence ’tis'I know not, Ante I know not guilt; 
My foul, as if fome evil did purfue me. 

Starts at it felf, or at the milling wind. 

And quite o’erwhekns me with its dreadful 
; bodings. ■ 

P/am. BanHh thofe Images of for row from 
theei 

My hofom, like the fheh’ring wings of Cupid 
Shall ftift proteft thee, whilfl: his goddefs-mother, 
Blufhiog, j&all (find her own immortal charms 
Aire faint and (languid, when oppos’d to thine. 
Mir . . Yet I mult fpeak, and eafe my loaded 
mind ; 

JLaft night, when fblitude and darknefs reign’d. 
And buiy nature feem’d to have left her work ; 
My thoughts employ’d on thee, I try’d to reft. 
Scarce were my eYe-lids clos’d, when a thin form, 
Refembling my late father, as he liv’d. 

With flow and awful pace, ftalk’d round my bed. 
With hollow voice, and groans that fliook the 
roof, 

Thrice cry’d he out — my child, my Miriana , 
Take heed — beware 01 Amajisl — the pointed 
hour 

That calls thee to the tomb, is almoft come ; 
The fand, that fill’d thy gUfs with ebbing pace 
Is running to its laft — -Soon fhall we meet ; 

But be thou fure to let me find thee fpotlefs. 
Left my difhonour’d fhadedeteft aiid loath thee. 
With fear half dead, I ftarted from my fleep, 

. ^ent forth a shriek — when,lo! the dreadful vihon, 
ter than thought itfelf, was loft in air. 
P/am. The mimicry of fancy — ’tis no more. 

F 2 When 
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When night, with her black curtain veils thd 
world. 

And deep chains up the faculties of men. 

The loofen’d foul oft takes its airy flight. 
Through ways impaffable, and craggy fteeps j 
Sometimes defcending to old ocean’s Dofomj 
Anon fhe bounds, and on Olympus* top. 

With wings expanded, feems to reach the ftars. 
But thou malt lofe thefe vifionary fears ; 

Love lhall exhale and diflipate thy tears. 

So, when the blooming role, its pendent head 
Reclining bows, while morning dews are Hied, 
His genial heat, the riling fun extends. 

And o’er its languid face, a new vermilion fends. 

[Exit % 

End of the fecund Alt* 



ACT 
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Mardian, Arbaccs, 
Mardian. 


HIS, my Arbaces , is the deftjn’d hour 
To crown our wifti, or ruin our re- 
venge. 

To night, ye gods, who watch 
anointed heads. 

And keep the lives of kings from violation. 
But neuters ftand ; in your own bleft abodes 
Securely happy, and ferenely lull’d, 

Leave the mean bufinefs of this nether world 
To wakeful, thinking man — nor intervene. 

Nor flop the dreadful ftroak that I intend. 

But fay, my friend, haft thou yet founded Nit as? 
How bears his haughty fpirit his indignity? 

Arb. Ev’n as the angry main, when warring 
winds 

Contending with oppofing mountain-waves. 

It fwells and roars with the tempeftuous fhock : 
At firft he falter’d, and with broken fpeech 
Cry’d out, ’tis true, king Amafis has wrong’d me. 
And y§t I live to tell thee I am injur’d ; 

Oft to myfelf I’ve whifper’d it in lecret. 

But dar’d not fpeak aloud, left thunder follow’d 

To 


Digitized by LjOOQie 



38 A M A S I S. 

To rive its author, who, begirt with pow’r. 
Avows th\ affront, and lets me at defiance. 
Mard. Stung with that thought, his foul was 
fure enflam’d ? 

Arb. It was, and fwelling inftant to the height 
Of mad revenge, I am yours, fays he, Arbaces t 
Be your defign horrid, and black as hell. 

Dies he by poifon, or th’ affaflin’s ftab. 

This hand fhall minifter the fatal fteel. 

Or mix the potion that fhall give him death. 

In fhort, he’s promis’d, on a ngnal giv’n. 

To ope the prifon gates, and arm the captives. ' 

Mard. It rifes to my wifh. The whining night 
Calls on us to be fpeedy — hafte, away. 

Bear him this. ring, as token of my friendfhipj 
Let him, this inftant, arm the Ptrjtan chiefs ; 
’Tis now near midnight : tell him too, Arbaces, 
When the imperial circle binds my brow. 

My bounty fhall be endlefs — as for you. 

My friend, and partner in this glorious prize. 
Stretch thy afpiring thoughts ; ask a reward 
Such as may fuit my gratitude and love ; 

Let it be vaft, unlimited ? — —-for know. 

When I am Egypt's king, 

Thou’lt be the-fecond perfon in our empire, 
Arb. I go, and leave the recompenfe to you ; 
As -now I merit from you, fo reward me. [Exit. 


SCENE 
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SCENE II. 


Mardian. 

Why, this is as it fhou’d be 1 — god-like pow’r* 
Thou noble thirft, thou fever of the foul 
Not to be quench’d, but from th’ immortal fpring 
Of ever-ftreaming greatnefs ! 

Let priefts with cold enervate hearts inculcate. 
And preach dull morals to th’ unthinking vulgar; 
What know the brave, but vengeance or am*' 
bition ? 

' Ambition, that lifts up th’ exalted foul. 

And places it in Jove's eternal feat f 

Now, Amajts t thou’rt caught, the toils are let. 

And if thou ’fcape me, fpurn me for a Have. [Exit. 

SCENE III. 

Miriana’j apartment . 

PfammenituSi Miriana. 

Pfam. No more, my love, give to the winds 
thy forrows ; 

Let them difperfe them, fcatter ’em abroad. 
Where mifery and fad misfortunes dwell. 

Far from this manlion, this bleft feat of love. 

Let the gay god, light at thofe beamy eye^ 

His lambent torch,whilejoy,with pleafing fmiles^ 

Sits- . 
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Sits on thy face, and tells me Miriana 
Is bleft in the adoring fond PfamrqenitUSi . 

Mir. Yes, prince, ’tis trlie, my pallion does 
tranfcend 

All that the faithful’ll love did ever vow. 
When thou wert abfent in the bloody field. 
How was my trembling heart paflefs’d with fear ? 
Morning and evening were my vows fent up 
To that prefiding pow’r that rules o’er all. 

Still to preferve thee ’midft the raging fight. 
Where death lay ambulh’d in a thoufand Ihapes, 
And where each moment wing’d th’ untimely fate. 
Of fome Egyptian hero. 

Pfam. The good gods, 

Who’re never deaf to piety like thine. 

Heard thy petitions ; ’tis to thee my love ; 

To Miriam's ardent fupplications. 

The life of her Pfammenitus was giv’n. 

My fiery courfer, by a wound enrag’d. 

Plung’d head-long, where the thickell of the foe, 
1/ike a ftrong rampart planted, fought my life. 
Then threw me with fo violent a Ihock, 

It llun’d my fenfe,and left me almoil breathlefs ; 
And now a thdufand fwords were drawn to end 
me. 

When a brave party of my valiant friends 
Rulh’d in, and fnatch’d me from furrounding 
death. 

Mir. Kind heav’n, what thanks, what gra- 
titude is due 

For fuch unbounded mercy ; my whole; life 
ShalJj be but one continu’d a£l of praife, 

. For 
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For this thy wond’rous, thy amazing goodnefsf 
Pfam. Oh, how this tcndernefs tranfports my 
foul ! 

Thy unrefifting beauties are thy leaft. 

Thy meaneft charm — thy mind is all perfection. 
Oh, I cou’d dwell for ever on this theme 1 
Had I the eloquence of gods themfelves j 
The infpiration of the lacrcd nine. 

More than perfuafive harmony e’er utter’d, 

I cou’d not fpeak the fullnefs of my heart. 

Mir. Sure never love was fo diftreft as ours. 
Amidft the tide of pleafure that flows o’er me. 
To hear my faithful prince avow his flame > 

Yet, when I think on Amajis , a fear 
Like ice upon the bofom of the fp ring,' 

Nips all the budding bloffoms of my joy. 

Pfam. Thus let me warm thee ; thus with 
rapt’rous kifles ! [ embracing her. 

The fweet contagion thou {halt catch from me. 
Like mine, thy ev’ry pulfe ftiall beat with love. 
A boiling tumult rifes in my veins. 

Fierce extacies fhoot thro’ my glowing breaft. 
And my whole foul is raging with defire \ 

To night, my fair j to night, my foldiers toils. 
My weary marches thro’ the dufty fields. 

And all the wounds I have in fight fuftain’d. 
Shall well be recompenc’d. Within thy arms - 
All forrow lhall be loft, each fenfe abforb’d. 

And drown’d in our luxuriant foft delights! 

Mir. F orbear, Pfammenitus. — To- morrow ’s 
dawn 

May bring an happy opportunity. 

When we may fall, with our befeeching tears, 

G A 
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At the king’s feet. Perhaps, all-pitying heav’n 
May turn his ftubborn and tenacious heart. 

And he may yield me, with a blefling, to thee. 

Pfam. No. I will be before-hand with my fate. 
And if ill fortune- comes, it ftiall lag after: 

Thou art a virgin-bride, my love, as yet. 

Thy beauteous innocence is unenjoy’d ; 

And fhall I leave it to a rival’s mercy ? 

I muft be cold, indeed, infenfible 
To thofe illuftrious charms that Ihine around 
thee, 

T’admit of fuch a thought. Thou art my por- 
tion. 

My whole of happinefs, a countlefs fum! 

Dear foft’ner of the rugged hours of life. r 

To bed, my fair ; and when the god of lleep 
Has fpread his balmy wings throughout the 
court. 

Secret I’ll come, no light but love’s bright lamp.; 
In filence will we interchange our fouls. 

And wafte the night in more than mortal plea- 
fures. 

Mir. Still, my good lord, tho’ thou art all o’er 
kindnefs. 

This woman’s weaknefs hangs upon my fancy; 
Great Juno, that prefides o’er marriage rights. 
Thou fifter-queen of Jove, proteft and guard me. 

[Exit. 


SCENE 
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, SCENE IV. 

Pfammenitus alone. 

Excellent woman ! thou haft all my foul ! 
Sure {he is more than nature’s hand could frame. 
Without the help of fome excelling god. 

Who try’d t’outdo his brothers of the sky. 

And plac’d perfe&ion in her radiant form ! 

S C E N E V. 

Pfammenitus, Mardian. 

Pfam. What! Mardian ! fay, how wears the 
night? ' 

Mard. She’s now in her midcourfe ; the twin- 
kling ftars 

Muffle their heads, and hide themfelves in clouds : 
Darknefs has now extended her black veil. 

And cover’d nature’s face ; the moon’s obfeur’d. 
Nor ftiines with borrow’d rays to guide the 
world. . 

Pfam. Good night, my friend, my Miriana 
claims me. . 

Too long have I been abfent from her arms. 

And follow’d ftern ‘Bellona's loud alarms. 

But peace, once more, rears up its golden head. 
The olive does its wilh’d-for branches fpread. 
And love the foul of all its joys does on me ftied. 
, . v [Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 

Mardian. 

So near the crifis — then afTift me hell ! 

I’ve ly’d myfelf thus far into his faith. 

And dearly fhall he pay me for my friendlhip. 

If my defign fucceeds — The Viper’s . touch 
Shall give him blifs, fooner than Miriana ! — ■ 
Whence is that fcream ! — ’twas the dire 

fcreech-owl’s note 

Boding deftru&ion ! — Not return'd, — . not yet ? 
Why does he loiter thus? — Trifling Arbaces! 
Each moment now is worth a thoufand ages. 
How expe&ation wracks me! — hark, what noife! 
’Twas fear alone created it — All’s hurtl’d ; , 

Sure Nitas has not flirunk from the deiign. 

I know Arbaces trufty — His revenge 
Will keep him fteady} oh he’s here*at laft. 

SCENE VII. 

Enter to him Arbaces. 

Mard. Now, my good genius ! does fedition 
. thrive? 

Arb. As well as fouls refolv’d like ours can wifli. 
Nitas has kept his word — Forth from their dun- 
geon 

The captive chiefs,compleatly arm’d,have rufh'd. 

The 
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The guards that ke?p the city’s wefterft gate 
Still weaker grt>w ; the Per fans wonders aft. 
The ra gin g populace have ta’en th’alarm. 

And join, they know not why, the midnight tu- 
mult. 

Mard. ’Tis well j in mifchief thou’rt my other 
felf. 

The noife approaches — fee, Cephrenus comes j 
Diftraftion and affright fit on his brow : 

He feems the prophet of his mafter’s fate. 

SCENE VIII. 

. Enter to them Cephrenus. 

Mard. Your looks fpeak horror,foldier j what’s 
the news ? 

"Ceph. O my good lord, treafon is at our doors. 
Where is the prince ? Deftruftion comes apace; 
And, like a fpreading flood, o’er whelms us all. 
The prifon, that inclos’d the flaves of war. 

Has burft its gates ; how, no man knows ; but 
Nitas, 

No doubt, fufpefting that his forfeit head 
Muft anfwer for’t, has midft the tumult fled. 
'Mard. Say ’ft thou, Cephrenus? has the villain 
fcap’d ? 

But juftice, yet, may overtake his crimes. 

Ceph. Hafte, Mardian , haftej each moment 
fwells the terror. 

Without the palace a well-chofen band 
Wait the' command of prince Pfammenitiis. 

JLead, lead me to the general— Mard. 
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Mard. We’ll feek him. 

My valiant friend, thou loyal noble foldier. 
The ftatefman’s fitteft tool. Wretched Cephrenus. 
(ajtde.) [Exeunt. 

SCENE IX. 

Pfammenitus alone. 

Alarms and dangers are fo frequent to me, 
That bufy fancy forms ’em even here 
Beneath my father’s hofpitable roof. 

What noiie is this ? ( H fining.) The night was 

meant by nature .. 

To heal our cares, and give us foft repofe. 
SCENE X. 

Enter to the prince Mardian,Arbaces, and 
Cephrenus. 

Pfam. Ha! what means this! oh my fore- 
boding fears ! 

Why break you thus the filence of the night ? 
And with a more than trait’rous infolence. 

Thus rudely prefs upon your prince’s privacy ? 
Mard. Lo ! to the Earth, Pfammenitus , we 
bend. [kneeling. 

Pardon this forc’d intrufion of your Haves. 

The kingdom’s fafety, — your own facred life. 

Arc 


Die 'edby v^ooQle 




\A M A S I S. 47 

Are threaten’d now, and in the utmoft danger. 
Ceph. \knetling\ Moft valiant prince ! oh hean 
your proftrate foldier. 

Accurfed treafon, that ftill fliunS the light. 

And hides by day her foul opprobrious head. 
Now (talks abroad, with midnight darknefs 
mask’d. 

The pris’ners have efcap’d ; the gath’ring croud 
Encreafe the tumult ; now thro’ all our ftreets 
Confufion, horror, and wild uproar reign. 

Pfam. Hafte you to quell it then ; why ftand 
you here ? 

Where is the courage that once warm’d your foul I 
Ceph. Our foldiers have no hearts without 
their leader. 

Without his prefence, they are nothing worth ; 
He animates alone, and whets their fwords ; 
Which elfe arc blunted, and but deal in air. 
Pfam. Sure heav’n itfelf’s combin’d to my de- 
ftru&ion ; 

Elfe wherefore comes this unexpe&ed curfe ? 
Shall I forfake, and difappoint my wife ! 

While thofe warm kiifes, I at parting gave. 
Glow on her lips, and light the flame of love ? 
Hell — hell is in that thought ; it mads my brain l 
Or fhall I leave my people a weak prey 
To the deftroyer’s hand ? 


SCENE 
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SCENE XI. 

£#/«" them an officer wounded , with his 
[word drawn . 

Pfam. Soldier, what means 
This ftreaming blood, and look fo full of terror? 

Offi As on my poft I ftood, heading a band 
Of brave companions, to defend the city. 

The captive chiefs, wholiad enflam’d the rabble. 
And gather’d up a ftill encreafing train. 

Of robbers, cut-throats, and defpairing villains, 
(A num’rous rout) pour’d on me like a deluge. 
My men fled back:,* the darknefs broke all order. 

And now they threat revenge you, prince, 

alone 

Can Item the torrent ; loud on you they call, * 
Egypt is loft without Pfammenitus. 

Pfam. And do they call Pfammenitus ? I come. 
O my poor country ! all thy wounds are mine ! 

4 ’ 4 , 4 , 4 ' 

SCENE XII. 

. . t 

Mardian alone. 

Good night, my lord, to you, and to your peace 
For if it e’er return to you again. 

Flames fliall no more deftroy,nor waters drown $ 
All things that nature has made oppofites 
Shall kindly join, and blend with one another. 
The king ! — now, mifchief, to thy noble work. 

‘ SCENE. 
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SCENE Xlir. 

Amafis, Mardian. 

Aima< Torment of mind ! — he is not to bfl 
vanquifh’d ; 

This laughing deity } this tyrant Cupid, ■ ; 
That rages in-my foul ! — oh thou fpud boy. 

More than the ftrength pf Hercules is waning - 
To tear thy filken ftrjngs, that hold my heart* 
From Mmano's. eyes thy fhafts are fentj , \ 
From thence they pome, with ne verging; nip?. 
And pierce e’en all they touch — now J behpid 
her, 

Th’ inchanting, lovely maid > ((he’s ever present : 
Darkoofs and Night can never ihroud per $091 
me ; . , 

Imagination c»m create a day 
Amidft the thickeft gloom. In fleep Hie mixes. 
And forms my .dreams j then, it at ting, I awakp. 
And, for my love, grafp a deludfiye fijadow. 

I cannot reft ; in vain the god pf fleep 
I* ftiil invok’d: like death, to men in mis’ry, 
The more he’s courted, he the farther flips* 

My nephew too, a truant tp his bed ? • r 

Th&tnhofe curft bags, who nightly ridp the ah* 
Have fonae thing foapefnl fur-ply to perfqrrp, * n , 
And therefore hunt ;us from pur downy reft. 
Speak, honeft Mardian , -wherefore art thou 
here ’ * ' . ' •••• * 


H 
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Mari. Can lleep, my liege, come to thefe 
weary lids. 

When treafon is fo near your royal perfon ? 
Ama. Treafon ! ha ! what ? my fon ! durft 
he confpire. 

And aim his plots, here, at ourfacred life ? 
Mar . My lord, ’tis certain, that the Perjian 
flaves. 

Who fliou’d have bled to-morrow, have efcap’d ; 
The frighted city’s fill’d with dire alarms j 
And prince Pfammenitus 

Departed hence, e’en now, to quell the tumult : 
But fore it irk’d him, war fiiould interpofe. 

And break upon the fofter hours of love. 

When expectation, to the higheft rais’d, . 
Brought him fo near his blifs. 

Ama. So near his biffs ! 

Curft, innate traytor ! — but thou fpeak’ft in 
riddles. 

Mar.. Think you, my lord, the youthful 
. Mir i ana. 

With all that world of charms the gods have 
giv’n her. 

Has not her fofter hours ? or that your fon. 
With youthful ardor, fues her ftill in vain ? 

Is this a time, when friendly darknefs covers 
And.hides their blufhes from the tell-tale fun. 
For women to be coy ? — file is not form’d 
Of marble, nor is he turn’d anchorite. 

Ariia. Oh! by the gods! I guefs thy meaning 
well; 

Is this the chaftity of which file boafts ? 

As cold to me, as nipping wintry froft } 

With 
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-With him, as wanton, as the moft abandon’d 
Of that vain fex, when pride and luxury court 
’epi. 

But my fure vengeance yet fhall reach her minion j 
- I’ll tear his form into ten thoufand pieces. 

Or, like old Saturn, feed on my own iflue. 

Mar. What have 1 fa id ! o pardon, royal fir, 
Alas ! I thought not it wou’d lhake you thus j 
Curfe on the heedlefs ralhnefs of my tongue 1 
•Your changing vifage wears a form of fury ; ' 
Your eyes, like blazeing meteors, roll their 
flames. 

As they would hurl deftru&ion all around ’em. 

Ama: Hell and confufion 1 hence, thou 

ftruggling virtue ! 

Too long I’ve kept an awful flavilh diftance. 

And ftoop’d to fue there, where I might com- 
mand : 

• But, by the gods ! I’ll not endure it — no — 

This night mall well repay me ; full fruition 
Shall teach me to forget love’s blandifhments. 

And all the idle foftnelfes it brings———— 
Abfent ! — a lucky^opportunity ! — 

I will fupplant him ; this afpiring boy 
That dares to rival me in love and empire. 

Mard. What is this love, which reafon cannot 
tame ? 

It bends the warrior, and quite melts him down 
To the complainings of a puling girl. 

Oh, facred fir ! in honour’s name I beg you 
Stifle this fruitlefs pafTion. 

Ama. Bid the wind. 

When it roots oaks and mountains from the earth, 

H a And, 
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And with the tempeft fhakes the vaft olympus. 
Be calm at once ! — I muft, 1 will poffefs her. 
Heark thee ? art thou their go-between ? their 
pandor ? 

Their Argus, with thy hundred eyes exploring. 
Who comes to interrupt their aflignation ? 
Come, come, be open — I can keep, a fecret. 
Mard. My lord, I only know they love each 
other : 

And, had not fortune croft their hopes, to night. 
Perhaps, they had been happy. 

Ama. Ha ! indefid ! 

Shall he be happy.; and muft I defpair ? 

Am I poflefs’d of empire, boundlefs pow’rl 
And fliall my creature, a flight girl, defpife me 
By heav’n ! I’ll go this inftant — darknefs favours. 
And the kind night 

Puts on her gloomy habit to conceal me. 

This way leads to her chamber. [going. 

Mard. Think, my lord ; 

Yet think, when cool reflexion comes acrofs 
you. 

Perhaps you’ll wifli 

Ama. No more — not Jove fhall ftop me ; 

No matter what’s the confequence ? — I’ll on. 
Ha ! whence this trembling ! — what is’t that, 
unfeen. 

Pulls from within to ftop my full career ? 

Peace, babbling confc^nce ! or, whate’er thou 
art! 

Hfince, vain chymeric fears !• — my mounting fpir 
rits 

A? ftrongly heat their round, as when in battle. 

Ten 
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Ten winters fince, I climb’d the fteep afcent 
Of a high mountain, on whofe lofty fummit 
My foes encamp’d, amidft a lhow’r of darts, 
Wnofe miflive points fung dreadful in the air. 
All aim’d at my devoted head. Now, then. 

To prove the force of Miri ana's charms ; 

In fpight of omens, and their falfe alarms. [Exit, 



SCENE XIV. 

Mardian alone. 

Away, fond fool, ruin and death o’ertake thee. 
Ye powers infernal, who, with ceafelefs malice 
Purfue mankind to brine them to deftruftion ; 
Shed your malignant influence on their bed. 

Let each endearment be full fraught with venom, 
Whofe poyfon, rankling in their guilty minds. 
Shall make them fwell, ’tilL thought has burft 
the brain. 

Now let their thirfty fouls be fully fated. 

Let them drink deepof love’s inceftuous draught. 
That they may aft tne horror my heart pants for! 
Then fhall I imile, to fee them writhe with pain, 
By which, a glorious diadem I gain. [Exit* 


End of the third AS. 
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ACT. IV. SCE N E I. 

Amafis alone. 

O W vain is the pre-eminence and 
pow’r. 

That high authority which monarchs 
claim 

O’er their dependent fubje&s, if like 
Haves 

They crouch to their imperious appetites ! 

Thofe lordly matters, who, like true ufurpers. 
Demand from us moft abjeft, tame fubmiflion. 
Yet. cheat us of thofe great rewards they promife. 
Methought I could e’en mate th’immortal gods 
Poffefs’d of Miriana! — My fond foul 
In fecret long had languilh’d for her beauties ; 
;Yet, midft the ftealth of my triumphant joys, 

A deadly Ihiv’ring ftruck me to the heart j 
'A guilty fear lurk’d underneath my blifs, 
•Eating tho root of all my growing pleafures. 
Why fhould this fcarecrow confcience haunt me 
thus ? 

I’ll think no more on’t ! Ha ! by heav’n, fhe 
comes ! 

I would avoid her, now, more eagerly 
Than I firft fought and preft her to my bofom. 

SCENE 
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SCENE Ii: 

Amafis, Miriana. 

Af/r. Left me with filence thus, Pfammenitus ? 
Now you are cruel, as you have been kind ! 

What ! not a word 

Oh thou unkind one, turn again, and blefs 
Me with thy fight ! 

Ama. For ever {hall my eyes 
Be rivetted to thine j — • Here will I gaze ' 

Till life itfelf diffolves, and I expire. 

[As he turns to her Jhe Jhrieks , 
and falls into a fwoon. ■ 
Look up, thou charmer of my thankful foul l 
I’ll pay thee back thy tendernefs and love. 

The king fliall pay thee the acknowledgment 
Thy goodnefshas defer v’d 1 
Mir. O touch me not ! 

Not heav’n itfelf can give me back my peace* 
Each curft embrace orthine,each touch is death. 
’Tis hell, an earneft ofa fure damnation I 
Oh ! — my foul’s fick— — . r 

Ama. Then there is fomething hid, ' ' 

Which fate has not unriddled to me yet. ; . 0 
What hoa ! who waits ? , 


S CENE 
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SCENE Ilf. 

To them Iras and other attendants. 

Iras. Alas! my miftrefs dead ! 

The ; mantling blood that purplecTo’er her face. 
Has left its feat ? See how it Arrives for maft’ry ) 
Contending with the palenefs that Succeeds it. 

O bend her gently forward. 

Ama. Whence is this ? 

Is the crime more in me, than in my fon ? 

Why ftiouid it be ! Ha ! — what ! — again this 
Ihock ? 

My foul is ftruck ! — a trembling comes acrofs 
. ' me, S- 

And more appalls me, than a hoft of foes !■ 

Mtr. Why have you brought me back from 
-friendly death ? 

Since he alone can e’er befriend me now. 

To view the fun r again, whofe bright eft beams. 
My fpotted crimes will darken and obfeure. 

* ’Ahifl. Q tell me quick, thou minion pf niy 
foift! 

Why youfo much deteft my fond embraces ? 
Thy eyes are big with fate > delay not, then, - 
Or apptebenlioh will foon turn me wild ! " 

My thoughts, like Sifyphus ’ eternal ftone, 

Stul rife with horror, and diftraft my mind. 
Mtr. Yes, I will tell thee, wretched king ! — 
Laft night, 

, . Blot it, ye gods, from the revolving year ! 

• - , O let 
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O let it riot return ; or, if it muff, 

: Let vi|lains chufe it to tranfaft their mifchiefs ; 
Let murders, perjuries, and all the crimes 
That bring moft fare perdition, happen on it f 
1 Ama. What means this wild diftra&ion ? 

whence this raving? • 

: Wilt £h"oh not tell me then ?■ or rmift .1 feek 
For it below, \yher^ helli/h fiends-cbnfalt 
! To plague the race bH men ?" r - r - 1 

Mir. Oh { my torn hpartl 
♦Where Js'my huslwridf-r- whejrFs Pfammenitus? 

Would I were mad? : ' : v 1 

- thou fay? ; - - t 

• Horror^ and fure deltru&ion, wait that word 1 
• Mhr^ Ifes, ‘my Pfatomenitus , my ^ rnjufd huf- 
bandl - > 

‘IVfy-dear arid weddedlord ! -— Oh ! what ani l? 

Ama. Nay, then ,1 fhall not need a thunderbolt 
*To ftrike me down ! — 1 No, ye^vetiging gods. 
My weighty crimes will do it of themfelves. 

•Bear trie no longer) then, thou mother earth ; 

At once I’ll eale thee of fo curft an offspring. 

SCENE IV. 

( As he draws his [word, enter Phanes and Sethon. 

Pba. ’Twas the king’s voice ! help, ho, and 
• " -‘ : force his fword 

Foam him. Alas ! what tneans thisfrantick rage? 
Ama. Begone from me ; avaunt > hence, regi- 
r~ sides J 

I Ye 

; * a o 
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Ye more than; murd’rers of a ruin’d king! 

Ely' from me,fwifter than, from foul contagion : 
My breath’s infected j it will blaft you all » 

*Tis fat more venomous than mortal plagues. 

% . Seth. HaV-ei patience, fir } repofe yourfelf on 
heav’n. ... 

Am* Patience* and heav’n J Pm fury alii and 

Ha! — look there} doft thou fee yon grinning 
fiend! . , - r ' : ' 

He fnatche^at jpy foul ! f+- Wefhall not have it. 
It is my fate alone, not I, am guilty. . i,i ;;c . 
Hark! — 1 the .fuse’s hiftl— they curl - abound 

’Vr .me tool ■ j-.]\ ... ..... ->{.vn: : 

-Yon } fid phf roi^ flames arenot prepar’d Fp? me l 
O for water — rivers — rivers. ‘ .-{ 

< jP&? } L^t’s : bear him to’ bis chamber rv lfe 
; grows; wild- . . ' 

, Am- Plunge, -plunge me in a. gulph^en thotr- 
. ^/fend-fathoms deep. ..../ 

; r\ [Amafis & tarriedeut } the attendants follow. 



r ‘ -'SCENE V. 


.7 i Mirfena. 

And what remains for Jl. liriana now ?, 

Where wilt thou, wretch;hide thy detefted head? 
Yes, fwill.fiyfai' from the, fate of day.,’ .. 

No more the fun fhall cheer, me with his ray : 
To th’utmoib confines of the world l’U tdam $ { 
Earth’s bowejs fhall be reut.fo find a tomb. _ 
To death devoted I will cleave the ground $ 

¥ ate calls, and I expire upon the found. 

.SCENE 
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SCENE Vh 


Pfafnmenitus, Cephrenus, and Armenon. , 

. Pfam. No farther, my good friends.-?- No, by 
* my honour, 

YoU ihall not ftir a ftep j — r hafte to your reft. 

[J?w. Ceph. & Arm* 

v - . . . ■ c ‘ ■ , - ' - • 

************ 

■ ■ v - - S C E N E ViL ' v :: :.Ai 

Pfanimenitus alone. r ~ 

► * . . , * . 

^The morning Has ftole on me unperceiv’ci, . 
And I have loft the bridegroom’s promis’d blefling} 
Yet that’s not all j — a ftupid hea vinefs, 

A cold unufual damp has feiz’d my fpir its : . 

My flachning linews quite forget their office. 
And 3II ipy faculties are on a ludden . ... .. 

Ball and inactive grown— What can it mean . 
I’ll hafte to Mir tana ; there alone, , 

If comfort can be found, the gods have plac d it^ 



. sc E N E vnr. 

• • At.. • • 1 • 1 ’ » -> * * 

Mafdian and Afbaces. J '[ * 

■■Milta, Mardiw, fit .1? .'certain .thtfe'j&W 
gods, - \ r* - ^ 
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And there are dreadful minifters of vengeance. 

The harbingers of Jove,vf\io make enquiry 

For the iniquities 9 F guilty man. 

I think I have a fhare oftortitude. 

And I could reafon down the idle imag’ry . 

Of mimic dreams, if all were well within :- 1 * 

But in defpight of boafting, here it lies, 

[pointing to hi's hr caff. 

And it requires a-more than mortal ltrengph, 
'Pie Ihoulaers of an Atlas, to fupport it. 

Mard. Pho, you o’errate it ; thou wilt mar 
thy fame.- .. 

Let priefts and women, in repentant fighs. 
Breathe out their fouls j>r the injur’d Brave can 
find, 

* r • * 

In great revenge,' a never-dying cordial. 

But that a foolim dream Ihould thus difturb tfyee--* 
Prithee no tnore.on’t 1 , . 

4 Arb. ’ I- will lieyer hence, ; 

Till | fhall ceafe myfelf to "think; or be; 1 
Metjiought I was arraign’d at Minos' bar; V 
Stern JEacus ^d Rhadamantus cry’d, ' "' i . / 
“ PsQonj . for the wretch , whofe complicated 

guilt " : _ 

*1 Brings its perdition withfit. — Common, crihies 

*** Contrition and amendment may wipe ofF; " 

V But this arch-monfter is already judg’d : 

* k Seize him this inftant ! — When a fquaiid fiend 
Whofe frowning vifage made e’en hell itfelf 
More dark and terrible, ftrait faften’d on me : 

I ftruggled with him", land my yielding joints. 
Like unrefifting flax, were torn afunder. 

And Scatter’d o’er thofe dark and pathlefs re- 
gions. The 
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The horror of the vifion foon awak’d me, 

WhfeQ acbldfweat hung on my aching limbs; '• 
And I was agoniz’d all o’er, both mind and body? 

Mard. Is this the daring fpirit ? this the man 
Whom I had chofe, fele&ed From mankind. 

And offer’d him the partnerfhip of Empire? 

Is he thus terrify’d by airy- goblins ? 

A'nd can hje'people anaerial world 
With fuch a fpecies as ne’er yet. had being. 

But in th’imagirtation of weak dotards ? 
Deaphand diffraction I how-it grates my foul. 

To find I’m fp egregioufly miftaken I 

Arb. Is it but nothing then? this damning 
crime ? 

To drive him on to inceft ! — Nature ftarts 
And ftins affrighted back to hear it* nam’d. 

Mard. Collect your fcatter’d fpirits, be thyfelf? 
Think on Mandane! on that precious wreck 
Where all thy fortunes were at once devour’d. 
Arb. True ; I am injur’d beyond common fuf- 
fering; 

My ravi fil’d love corn from my ardent hopes:. 
No glimpfe of joy remains ; a wretched profped 
Of lure defpair and mifery awaits me ; 

And, to compleat the blow, I’ve join’d with thee 
Td mike damnation fure. 

. (Groaning heard within: 

( Mard.W hence is that groan ? 

Look out, Arbaces, fummon thy whole foul, : 1 
Mari ev’ryj faculty to meet th’encounter, . ' 

Or wd are both betray’d. 

[Avbzces goes out; 

' * * ' v i 

SCENE 
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* ' 

SCENE IX. 

Mardian alone,. 

Would he were faft ; 

His lips clofe feal’d the weight of death 

. upon ’em. 

O curfed bablerf — Ha f — I’ll do it now. 

When he returns : no, ’twill alarm- the court. 
Howe’er, he ftall not live j within an hour 
I’ll fend a trufty agent that ft all fpoil 
His telling tales. 

- _ > C- ' » f 

\ . 1 

SCENE X. 

;■ Enter to him Ar bates. - 

Mard. The Matter, good jirba/ees? 
jirb. It is the king ! — Forth from his wound* 
ed foul. 

With agonising fighs . that pierce the heavens* 

He fends his fad laments. Smiting his breaft. 

He cries, “ O wretched king ! — O dreadfolittef 
“ Enjoy thy daughter ! violate the bed 
“ Of thy own fon, fprung even from thy .bowds ? 
** Monftrous effeft of hot and gloating lull!; 

** And you, too cruel gods, that could withhold 
* c Your lifted bolts, ah ! why did you not ftrtkei? 

Quick drive me to the center, e’er my foul 
%t Was ftain’d with the accurs’d inceftuous aft. 

Mard*. 
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?- Mari, *Tis now but piety to, wifli him dead; 

* Death is a fweet ceflation of our being j 
A kind infenfibility of misery. , 

To be no more; in an eternal llecp 
, To lofe the mem’ry of our- mortal woes; 
Confuming anguifti ! ftiarp and grinding pain ? 
The torments.pf'a felf-condemnipg mind 
Ever reproaching ! to feel thefe no more 
Is to be happy. -Then, when he is gone, 

( Aryd young Pfqmmenitus , thro’ duty, follows him) 
Think upon ,pow’r, that godlike attribute, 
Defpotick (way and abfolute dominion ; 

,’Tis rapture e’en in thought ! — r ’tis extacy ! en- 
joyment 

tOf all thatVjgre^t, defireabley or good / 

'What were thole very gods we worfhip once ? 
But brave aspiring mortals, whofe vaft fpirits 
Urg’d them.thro’ all impediments and bounds, 
.Tp ibijee th^ir ,way, and reach th’afcent of glory. 
Arb, Give” me but back my innocence, and 
; - , takq, : f : 1* . ; 

Take all that pride and wantonnefs of pow’r, 
TTie tyranny thy t dwells with black ambition 
Can give to fatisfy the thirfty appetite. 

Could I recal the guilt of yefterday. 

My peace mind, which now is loft for ever,' 
Would then return; and fmiling happinefs 
(Its bleft attendant) With it. 

Mard. Curfed whining / 

Henceforth, declaiming fool, preach to the winds. 
To raging billows, when the ftorm runs high : 
They will as foon regard, and hear thy moan. 
•Know, from this moment, I as much defpife, 

A* 
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As e’er I lov’d thee? — Hafte thee to fome ce^J* 
Some gloomy defert, there groan out thy foul. 
And howl thy life in agonies away. 


SCENE XL 

- t Arbaces alone. . 

Are thefe the wages ? — this the fit reward 
Forio much guilt as I have waded thro’? 

It is. — To be upbraided thus -i- thus fcorn’d, 
v Conteiftn’d and Let at naught ; — ev’n by 1 die 
villain . . . . . 

Who tempted firft, and fulliediny bright virttifft 
So when th’inveterate; foes of huma;ri race, 1 ’ r 
Thofe curfed fpirits'that feduce frafltnan, - 
Have finifli’d him in fin-^-with horri^l taunts • £ 
They gnalh their teeth, and laugh him toife- 
•; ‘ftrudion. - - * - u ■' * r - ‘ 

The king^ — Can I look up ? — .can L behold. 
My injur’d mailer’s face ? — ^l&ffBer; thou ear^n* 
Open at once, and let me quick d^fcend, ‘ >r * 
And herd myfelf amotig my felloiy fiends. ^ \ 

•* SC IN E'i *‘Xir» 1 '-“'ir; • 

Amaiis. and Arbaces. ! ‘ 

Ama. Can life be worth preferying, when each 
• thought 

Strikes dread and horror thro* the wounded 

Whence 
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Whence then this diffidence and fear of death ? 
Why does reflecting on hereafter fhake us, 

And make the hefo dwindle to a coward ! 

Art thou Arbaces ? 

Arb. Once, dread fir* I was:. 

A faithful fubjeCt then. — But oh, the change t 
JLoathfome deformity has crufted o’er. 

And quite effac’d the workmanlhip ofheav’n# 
The ftamp divine that mark’d me for a than. 
Olamfall’n! debas’d ! funk down into amonftei** 
Ama. Why tremble you? — why fliiver thusi 
yoUrjoynts? 

Your fmiting knees do clafhing meet each otheC# 
As they were combatants prepar’d for war. 

Arb* Molt facred prince! — think not thefe 
tears are feign’d # 

Or that they are the childilh rain of Women 9 
But fprings of forrow, flowing from a heart 
Smitten with deep contrition for its crimes. 

Call forth the rack} let pincers tear my limbs • 
Till all my bones are finewlefs and bare, 

I will not mrink, nor writhe my iteady looks 9 
But, groaning underneath this weight of guilt, 

I cannot bear my agonizing thoughts ! 

Reflection deeper wounds me. 

Ama. Art thou a villain theh ? or is thy brdiri 
Hurt, and difturb’d ? — If fo> I envy thee: 

’Tis not for crimes like mine; — I mult endure 
The thorn of confcience, that ne’er-dying worrri* 
Arb. Shame yet has {topp’d my tongue s elfe 
I had told thee 

^The fource of all thy wofes : th’accurfed caiile 9 
The vilhtin that has heap’d deftruCtion on thee# 

K Pto ft fates 
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Proftratcs himfelf, imploring your forgivenefk 
Ama. What! thou? — Goon,altho’ the ambient 
air 

Be poifon’d with the venom of thy breath. 

Arb. I will ; and when the bitter task is done. 
Hide me for ever from a world I loath. 

Y our nephew, Mardian,\vho{c ambitious thoughts 
Aim at your crown, long fought your facred life : 
• 5 Twas his infernal art that form’d the fcheme 
Which has involv’d youi* royal houfe in ruin ! 
He knew the prince’s marriage ; yet with care. 
With all the arts of curft dimmulation. 

Rais’d to the higheft pitch your ftrong defires, , 
To make your fall more certain and fevere. 

The infurreftion of tht'PerJian flaves } 

The fending prince Pjfammenitus to quell it j 
All was the dark, deliberated thought 
Of Mardian, Nitas, and ( O fhame to tell } . 
Would I could blu(h to death — ) the wretch Ar~ 
baces ! 

Ama. O villain ! — fecret, damn’d, remorfelefs 
villain ! 

O wretched ftate of monarchs ! Why does heav’n, 
(Since ’tis by heav’n they reign) deny them pre- 
fcience ? 

Then they might look into the hearts of men ; 
And there behold the feeds of vice and virtue ; 
Yet immature, and growing in their breads, 
And punifli, or reward, as juftiee di&ates. 

Arb. Is there a pow’r, a charm in language ? 
no ! 

There’s none that can extenuate riiy crime. 

Yet hear me, fir, then fpurn me from your pre- 
fence. He 
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He took me in the raging of my foul. 

When ail my thoughts were fury and defpair ; 
Pfammenitus had giv’n away my love : 

Reafdn was loft— that god-like principle. 

The equal arbiter ’twixt right and wrong. 

Had left her feat, and fury loon polfeft it. 

Yet think me not fo mean, nor fail’n fo low. 

To hope a pardon for my matchlefs crimes. 
Empale me, — flea me, — buty me alive ! 

Plunge me in liquid fire! then drag me out. 

And place me underneath a mount of fnow. 

Till in alternate torments I expire. 

Ama. No, thou lhalt live — Life is thy proper 
hell! 

To die ! what is it but a free difcharge 
From all the mis’ries that opprefs us here? 

Tis to be loos’d from pain, from lharp refleftion. 
And all the train of terrors, that attend 
And rack the finful mind! — Live, live, Arbaces ; 
Were I a god, then Ihould’ft thou be immortal. 
And keep that vulture in thy breaft for ever. 

5 C E N E XIII. 

Arbaces alone. 

He bids me live ! — ’tis fure he ne’er can add 
A greater curfe ; — unlefs I cannot die. 

Immortal powers! who rule theftate above. 
And view all human errors here on earth; 

O make not ftrift enquiry for thofe crimes 
Miftaken man, with ralhnefs does commit. 

K 2 You 
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You made us thus imperfeft ; and our fouls 
(Like childrens craving appetites) purfue 
(When pafllons tofs the mind,) 

The firft temptation that aflaults the fenfe j 
Religion, Reafon, all are overborne, 

’Till late repentance fets before the fight. 

In glaring colours, our enormous ills. 

Acquit, me, then, for Ihortly I fliall come 
To take of you, my laft, my eternal doom, 

5 C E N E XIV, 

Mardian aione. 

/ 

Curs’d State of Politicians, when in treafon 
The impotent and heartlefs muiV be join’d ! 

And mix with thofe brave fpirits, who refolv’d, 
And fearlefs would go through the mighty work, 
’Till the concluding period makes all fafe. 

But fuch, confpiracy, is thy frail fate. 

So many different hands to raife the pile. 

If but one Hops, the fabrick finks in ruin, 

And crulhes all that’s near it with the fall* 

This weak, religious fool ; this tim’rous wretch. 
With his ill-tim’d repentance will undo 
All I’ve been lab’ring at — But here’s the phyfick 
Shall cure his fickly confcience with one dole. 

[Shewing a dagger. 
[A noife of treading heard within. 
Who’s there! — -Death ! am 1 jilted now 1 ! curs’d 
fortune ! 

I fhall be dragg’d to prifon like a thief, 

A petty 
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Apetty, ftabbing villain — No, ’tis he. 

My friend, who comes to rid me of my fears. 

SCENE XV. 

Enter to him a ruffian. 

Mard. Come hither, mam — haft thou a font 
that’s firm. 

Not to be fhook — intrepid — that can dare 
To do an aft (hall raife thy grov’ling fate. 

And rank thee with the wealthy, and the proud? 
Ruff. My lord, my fortune’s defp’rate > and* 
i to mend it. 

This executing atm ftiall fheathe a fword 
_ E’en in the heart of majefty itfelf. 

Mard. Why that’s well faid 1 thy count’nance 
ihews thee ftaunch. 

See’ft thou this dagger ! — thou know’ft lord 
Arbaces? 

He’s in’s apartment now, perhaps at pray’rs: 
(Why ’tis the fitteft time to kill him then } 
Whilft yet the holy fit is warm upon him.) 

[Speaks as to himfelf. 
(To the ruffian .) His chamber is remote from any 
other. 

And eafy of accefs j “-Plunge in his breaft 
This well-try ’diteel, and think thy fortune made. 
Ruff It ihall be done, my lord. — Remorfe and 
pity 

Areftrangets to this heart. Whene’er they plead. 
I’m adamant: weeping I never knew i 

Nature 
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Nature has form’d me rough ; and fine? ftern 
•, fortune 

Denies nib her beft bleffings (pow’r and riches) 
F’wage eternal war with their pofleffors. 

Mard. Be fteady but in this ; thy thirft of 
gold, 

Wer’t thou made up of avarice itfelf. 

Shall then be glutted. Here, receive the dagger : 
Be relblute. — I’ll wait here ’till ’tis over. 

[He gives the dagger to the rvffiari,who goes out . 

SCE NE XVI. 

Mardian alone. 

Well, this will furely do. Dead men, ’tis faid. 
Do never blab ; — except their flitting ghofts, 
(As fome dull moralifts think) burfting from 
earth, 

Murm’ring and difcontent, roam round the place 
Where their cold relicks moulder into duft. 

And with dire yellings fill the fearful ears 
Of cowards, fools, and madmen. — — But thefe 
fables 

Are but the dreams of priefts,to fright the rabble. 
And make ’em own the venerable caufe 
Of heav’n, religion, and avenging gods. 

This fellow ftays; — I’m torn ’twixt hope and 
fear: ' , 

He could not mils his prey :■ — ’twas hunted down. 
And one fure blpw keeps him from riling mdre. 

SCENE 
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SCENE xvir. 

Ruffian enters to Mardian* 

Mard. Welcome, my friend j — I fee thou haft 
been bufy : 

Is he fecure?— -quite kill’d! — forever dead ! 
Speak, and crown all my hopes at once. 

Ruff. He is : 

Behold this reeking dagger, ’tis yet warm 
With his life’s blood. With ftealing pace I crept. 
Where he was kneeling, with uplifted hands 
To deprecate the gods for his offences. 

By heav’n, my heart was going to recoil. 

And call me coward. But, ’twas a fliort fit. 
And I o’ercame it foon. I fear’d, he faw me. 
When his rear’d eyes darted their beams to 
heav’n: 

Juft then I ftruck him, and he half pronounc’d, 
Mercy, great Jove — His fpirit took its flight. 
And left his body lifelefs on the floor* 

Mard. Thou haft, at length, well paid me for 
thofe pains. 

Thy troublelomefalfe fears have made mefuffer; 
He’s dead, and I am fafe — Take this,hafte hence, 
Be fecret, and fecure me for thy friend. 

[ Gives the ruffian a purfe. 
Let him to furies whine his tale of woe, 

Whilft I applaud the hand, that gave the blow. 

Exit. 

End of the fourh Ail. . 

A C T 
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ACt V. SCENE I. 


Enter Mardiao. 

O f now mcthinjcs I grafp a diadem; 
My foul’s fublim’d, and lifted to thd 
ftars } . ; • 

The ftr earns or darling glory break 
uppn me. 

As- new-created light, iHumin’d chaos. 

Old Amajts feems quite bereft ofreafon j 
His fon, e’er long, no doubt, will find bis fhame. 
What follows then but death muft catch them 
both ? 

Why, let them reft? I’ll o’er their afh.es ftridei 
And mount niyfelf ipto the. regal feat 1 
How now? the king— §nt I muft man it out. 

SC ENE JL 

. Anaafis and Mardian. 

Ama. No place can gi ve me reft;— within ihjr 
bofom 

1 carry hell : and all its ftore of horrors. 

Mard. ( bowing .) My gracious lord, what mean 
thofe frantick words ? 

And wherefore do you wear this face of forrow ? 

Am, 
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Ama. Thou fteady villain, dar’ft thou look 
ereft? 

Or caft thy eyes up to yon azure heav’n ? 

And not expe£l fuch vengeance for thy crimes. 
As fuits the juftice of affronted Jove ? / 

Mard . Moft facred fir, wherein ha ve I offended ? 
Ama. Can impious Man thus fteel his harden’d 
breaft. 

And make it proof ’gainft heav’n’s artillery,. 
Bidding defiance to the thund’rer’s pow’r ! r . 

Did you ne’er know to fear nor heav’n, nor hell ? 

, (looking Jleddfaflly on MardiaiJ. 

Mard. My liege 1 , (Jhcwijig a concert i. 

Ama. Haft thou no fenfe of guilt ? or weft 
thou form’d 

Without that confcious witnefs which upbraids 
And fills the foul with horror ? 

Mard. Guilt! my lord! 

Ama. May fwift perdition catch thee ; thou 
cool, bafe. 

Equivocating Have ! — know’ft thou Arbaces?—. 
That vile accomplice of thy hellifti malice. 
Repenting, all his treafon has confefs’d. 

Mard. Curfe on his wav’ring foul, dull, 
wretched fool. 

To leave him but a moment! — now ail’s over. 
And, I am -caught, betray’d by my own folly. 

\aJidCf 

Defpair, my lord, and fear of prefent death,. 
Make wretches utter what they never meant ; 
And often blend the guiltlefs with the wicked. 
That I am innocent ! juft heav’n— 

L > Ama, 
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Ama . Be dumb. for ever--*- 
Have I not found thee ? vile, ungrateful traytor. 
Who was’t that plotted with th’ accurfed Eiitas, 
And rais’d rebellion in the dead of night ?— 

Who fet the captives free? 

' Mard. I will not anfwer 

Since curft, inconftant fortune has abus’d me$ 
Know, I contemn thy power. — -- - 
Ama. Torments ftiall yet 
Make thee, thou wretch, confefs, and feel my 
juftice. 

•I that have nurft thee with my choice!! love. 
And heap’d my bleffings with a bounteous hand j 
And to be thus repaid ! — what cou’d ingage thee 
to it ? - 

Mard. Since you will have it, fir, it was-r- 
Ambition. 

Th’ immortal thirft of heroes and of gods. 

I ftrove to climb the golden pinnacle. 

The very utmoft point of human greatnefs : 

It was a crown! fought — to wield a fceptre. 
And bid Plebean flaves, at diftance wait. 

And watch my awful nod ; ’twas Egypt's crown.. 
And to obtain that vaft, that glorious prize. 
Honour and confcience (thofe exalted names 
Invented fir!! by priefts to cheat the world) 

To me feem’d nothing; — nay, e’en life itfelf. 

For fuch a ftake, a poor ignoble venture. . 

Ama. Amazement ! — fure I dream ?— now 
Ama/is 

Thou’rt fall’n indeed ! — become the fport of Haves. 
What, hoa J who waits ! a guard there l fei zc the 
traytor ! [Enter a. guard and feizcs Mardian. 

Bear 
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Bear him this inftant to the rack — invent. 

Try all the ways that malice ever prattis’d. 

To lengthen and improve the wretch’s torture. 

Mar. Yet, e’er I go hear me, and then, 

farewel. 

Thou think’ft this puni fhment: but,by the pow’rs, 
Thofe partial powers that blafted my defigns, 

I wou’d not live, thus difappointed, robb’d. 
And cheated by the gods of all my hopes. 

My haughty foul difdains a fecond place} 

I wou’d he firftj and, were I plac’d in heav’n. 
I’d war with mighty Jove to hurl his thunder. 
Ama. Hence with the monfter, he offends mv 
' . fight J [He is carried ojfi 

SCENE III. 

Amafis alone. 

O that this being wou’d at once diffolve. 

And moulder into nothing ! — that I cou’d 
Shake off this burthen, this huge load of life 1 
The tyrant death fits on his dreary throne, 
-Regardlefs of complaining mortals moan. 

His iron fceptre waves in fullen ftate, 

Tho’ thoufands croud around his palace gate } 
He fternly fits, nor, till the fates decree 
WiU loole the fetter’d foul, and fet the captive 
.. 'free. 


SCENE 
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SCENE IV, 

- Enter Pfammenitus. 

Alone I wander thro’ the court j each eye 
Startles at fight of me — the glitt’ring prels 
Of thronging courtiers, that were wont to wait. 
And catch my fmiles, now Ihrugging fhake their 
heads. 

And difappear when-e’er they chance to crofe 
me. 

What means this mute confeflion of my fate ! 



SCENE V. 

Pfammenitus and Miriana. 

pfam. Who’s this ! my wife — where haft thou 
been, my love ? 

And wherefore do’ft thou hide theefrom the day ? 
From me, who only live to gaze upon thee ! 
Oh, thou fair flow’r — why droops thy lovely 
head ? 

Why do’ft thou finking bend thee to the earth ? 
A fettl’d melancholly clouds thy face. 

And ftiades the beauteous luftre of thy eyes. 

Mir. Art thoxx Pfammenitus — furely that voice 
Was yont to chear, and raife my foul to tran- 
fports : 

Oh ! when, ■ when will the hours again return ? 

The 
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The days ofmnobeBce, and~f\x>tlef$ joys ? 

But, ’twill not be— the vaft* th’ eternal bar 
That fevers ufc, can never be remov’d. 

Pfam. What fays my love ? never return 
again? 

Recal that fatal, that heart-piereing word. 

I know you mourn my abfence, Mir tana ; 

Laft night was to have been an happy one* 

Mir. Detefted found, it fots my frenzy’d 
brain 

On a new whirl ! Pfammenitus , no more ; 

If you regard your Miriana'% peace. 

My thoughts will drive me into fure defpair. 

If that comes o’er my mern’ry.' 

Pfam. Hufh thy forrows. — — — 

Let me fpeak peace to thy divided foul. 

A long fuccemve train of rolling years 
Are yet to come* fill’d all with happinefs : 
Henceforward fliall my days, nky hours, moments. 
Be wholly thine — to thee I’ll all devote. 

The voice of war, the bufinefe of the world 
In vain fball call— Thus in each other’s arms 
Wt’ll li ve united* and united die. 

■Mir. Take heed* Pfanffnenititi, thou’rt on the 
beach } . 

The working (form is rifing to devour thee ; 
And thou, with me, muft fink amid the billow!. 
Pfamnienitus /—my heart is rent afunder. 

Pfam. What means my love ?— oh, Mir i ana y 
fpeak! ' 

. Mir. I cannot fpeak, my lab’riug breall is full ^ 
But the big Woe is quite unutterable ! 

Pfam . 
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Pfam. Can there be felt a pain more exquifite 
Than thus to doubt* in intricacies caught ? 

Yet know no end of the ft ill-winding toil ! 
Wilt thou not fpeak ? — in thy chang'd face I 
read 

Some dreadful revolution of my fortune ! 

Mir. Doft thou ? — and can you love me yet ? 
ah, no ! 

Yo,u hate me, you that were fo tender once. 
Behold me now, but as thy fource of mis’ry. 
And yet my wretched fate wou’d hire draw tearsi 
E’en from barbarity itfelf, [weeps, 

Pfam. Can I, 

Can 1 infenfibly behold them flow ? 

Ye powers, who delight in fhewing mercy, 

O wherefore do ye vifit fo feverely. 

And pour your wrath upon this innocent ? 

If the warm tranfports of unguided youth 
Have e’er betray’d me into fuch a crime 
As your forgiving goodnefs cannot pardon { 

Let me feel all your vengeance, but O fpare,’ 
Keep, keep this tender frame from violence. 

Mir. Pfammenitus, I wou’d — I wou’d fpeak out : 
Yes— I wou’d tell thee — what ? — that we are 
ruin’d ? 

That forrow and defpair is all our portion? 

Is that what I wou’d tell thee ? — muft the bride 
Greet her efpous’d with grief — — with fhame 
and death ? 

Oh ! let me fink at once, in the dark grave] 

: Bury my woes, arid hide me from the light; 

[Jinks into a chair* 

Pfam . 
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. Pfam. Yet fpeak— — e’er my confli&ing paf- 
fions have deftroy’d me; . 

I cannot bear this anarchy of thought. 

Jf angry Jove has arm’d, his ready hand 
With his dread bolts, let them ftrike thro* at 
, once, 

And end a wretched prince. 

Mir. Then, we. are ruined! 

Call me no more, by the dear name of wife. 
For that chafte title has thy father fully ’d. ) 

Pfam. My father ! father faidft thou 1 hea- 
v’ns, where am I? 4 ' * 

’Tis not in nature to fuftain this blow ; 

No human fortitude can ward it off: 

Give me, ye gods, of your omnipotence. 

Or ftrengthen me, or I lhall fink before her. 
Mir. Laft night, O dire remembrance ! muft 
. I think on it ? 

When the all-confcious eye of day was clos’d, : 
And fcreening darknefs aided the deceiver; 
Impatient of thy. wilh’d approach — quite tir’d, 
I funk, at laft, into a fatal flumber. 

No guardian angel whifper’d to my foul 
How near the precipice of ruin was ; 

All. heav’n forfook me, and th’ inceftuous tyrant 

Carefs’d— — embrac’d ; — 

Pfam. Stop — Miriana , {top. 

Let me not think upon that guilty fcene. 

Left I fhou’d curfe the author of my being, 
.Think he no longer minds his own Creation, 

But leaves to random chance th’ affairs of men. 
That villany may profper ; mourning virtue 
Be quite deprefs’a, and friendlefs in the world, 
v ' Mir. 
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Mir. O ? had there been hut one friend to 
virtue left, . , ; 

One pitying god, he muft have interpos’d. 

And fnatch’ame from my fate: but I am ftain’d. 
Polluted! my fair fame, that fhou’d thro’ ages 
Have roll’d with whitenefs to fucceeding times. 
Is blacker now than the dark Ethiop ’s vifage. ' 
Pfam. Why did I ’fcape when- die purfuing 
fword - ■ i 

Chas’d tne thro’ the fields of flaughter and da- 
ftru&ion ? 

Has heav’n preferv’d me, whilft on either fide 
Thoufarids have fill a prey to rav’-nous death. 
For this indignity ? my bed defil’d : 

My father too, become the raviflier ! . < . ■ * 

Where, ye immortal gods, whose is your juftice. 
When with impunity fiich crime® are a&ed ? - 
Mir. Shall heunpunifli’d gof ihall he net feel 
Such agonies as rend my tortur’d brain ? ' 

Like me be frantick - with his guilty thoughts t 
Cou’d f bi)t kill my mem’ry, bid that die. 

All might be calm again ; but to be thus, - 
Thus with imagination torn — >give,give me death. 
Yes, I will feek him: fearch the. dreary cave ' r - 
Whe^e he lies hid. See ! — he’s already come.' • r ' 
How the thin fpeftres dance before my eyes. > 
Oh hide me from that phantom, ’tis too terrible, 
I cannot bear it. Ha ! ’twill furely catch me'; 1 
See, it fleets after me > I’ll run and hide me fronfct 
it. [runs of 


SCE 


Digitized by v^ooQle 


A M A S I s: 


81 


SCENE VI. 

Pfammenitus alone. 

She’s gone — file’s happy, grief has fix’d her 
brain. 

No more file’ll feel the pangs, the curfe of 
thinking. 

Wou’d I were fo— We’re taught, indeed,t’endurp 
What heav’n’s chaftifing hand fliall lay upon us. 
But, can it be, while this frail flefti confines us ? 
While the imprifon’d foul participates * 
Whate’er its weak companion undergoes ! 

E’er we can reach perfection, we muft Ihake 
The body off. Then the expanded foul 
Pluming her wings, may take her airy way 
Thro’ yonder worlds of light, till file arrives 
Where the eternal fource of all inhabits. 

And treads th’ infinity of boundlefs fpace. 

Our faculties enlarg’d, may, then, difcern 
The hid decrees of neav’n ; nor ftiall we queftion 
But all is fitting, reas’nable, and juft. 

But fee, the fpoiler comes that has undone me. 



SCENE VII. 


Amafis and Pfammenitus. 

Ama. Confufion feizes me. Is that my fon ?— 
M Pfam. 
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Pfam. My heart is full, but I muftfpeak .{afide. 
My father. 

Ama. To call me by that foft, endearing name 
Is to proclaim me monger thro’, the world. 

Can’lt thou endure the fight of me ? methinks 
The Bajilisk , that deadly foe to life. 

Is lefs to be avoided than thy father. 

Pfam. There was a time, when you were th’ 
only joy. 

The pride and pleafure of my wi filing eyes ; 

T’ embrace your knees, proftrate to pay my 
duty. 

And to receive a bleflmg from my father. 

Was once, the great ambition of Pfammtiitus. 
But now the poinant injuries I feel 
Rife in my foul, and fting me, e’en to madnefs 5 
Make me exchange the tender name of parent. 
And curfe thee for a tyrant, .monfter, raviiher ! 
Ama. ’Tis well, ye gods j yes, ye immortal 
pow’rs, 

5 Tis juft, that my own offspring thus ihou’d 
blaft me. 

Since I have pluck’d up nature by the roots. 
And broke the chain of order, 

Confufion, as the conference, muft follow : 

Nor will I flunk, but bear and feel my mis’ry, 
.Till heav’ns vindi&ive hand fhall fcourge nomore. 
Go on then, fon ; on this devoted head 
Pour all the curfes, fury, and defpair. 

Or frenzy can fuggeft. 

Pfam. Think on my wife / 

If tnou’rt not dead to confcience, fear’d with guilt. 
Think on the violation of my bed j 

Think 
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Think on unnatural inceft ; that’s a found 
Shall make thee Ihudder, till thy ftartling foul 
Shall beg of heav’n for its annihilation. 

Ama.a ring not that image b^ck to my re- 
membrance. 

Was hell to gape, and open to the centre j 
Were, all the damn’d in terrible array 
To range themfelves before me— loofen’d nature. 
From its great axis to be quite uphing’d > 

Did element on element make war, * 

Till all fliou’d in one general wreck be crulh’d. 
It wou’d not daunt me, like that dreadful thought. 
Pfam. Art thou awaken’d? — - does it gall 
thee poo ? 

By heav’n,’tjs well— then furely thou may ’ft guefs 
What torments and defpair thou’ft heap’d on me. 

Ama. I’ve plung’d thee into ruin — yes,my fon, 
s Tis thus thy father’s bounty does reward thee 
For all thy folcjier’s toils — for all the blood 
Which thou haft layilh’d in thy country’s fervice $ 
Strike then, it is but juftice — ftrike — one blow 
Wou’d give thee vengeance, and rid me of pain. 
Pfam. What haft thou faid ? Oh, thou haft 
quench’d my rage, . 

Difarm ’d me of my fury, w T ith that word* 
What, in my father’s bipod to bathe my hands ? 

' Lave out tne precious ftream, that feeds the 
■ fountain • 

Of my own life ?— Oh horrid, hprpid thought! - 
Thou might’ft as well have bid me ftab at Jove : 
When the afte rnW’d gods are all in council. 

Still thou’rt my father-^-tho’ thou haft undone me. 
Pardon the fallies of unguarded frenzy : 

M 2 Here 
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Here let me kneel, here weep, till I’m forgiven. 

[kneels. 

Ama. ( raijing him.) Ha ! doft thou kneel ?— 
rife, or this fight will kill me. 

Good heav’n, what piety have I deftroy’d? 
What filial virtue has this madman ruin’d ? 

Oh, I have blafted quite the golden hopes 
Of a whole people, on his looks they hung. 
Taking a fure prefage of halcyon days. 

When I’m no more remember’d, fwept away 
To that dark land, where all things are forgotten. 
Infernal luft, when thou poflefleft man. 

Thou turn’ll him to a wild, infatiate fury. 

Oh had I not been loft, by heav’n abandon’d ; 
Caft reafon and reflection quite behind me. 

The fraudful guile that lurk’d in Martian's breaft. 
Like an abortive birth, in embrio ftifl’d. 

Had never, reach’d the light. 

•Pfam. Martian ! I’mftunn’d 

Ama. His hellifh arts prevail’d on weak Ar~ 
baces . 

(Whom you incens’d, by giving to his rival, 

• The valiant Phocias his belov’d Mandane) 

And drew him to confpire his mailer’s ruin. 
Th’ ungrateful Nitas, whom my bounty fed. 
And rais’d from nothing ; by that treach’rous 
villain 

Was wrought to let the Perjian flaves efcape : 
The black rebellion that was rais’d laft night, 
•Which fent you far from Miri ana's arms; 
When I, with raging luft and envy fir’d. 

Fell in the tr ay tor’s fnare ; 

All was the curft contrivance of that ferpent. 

Whole 
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Whofe deadly fting lay hid within my bofom. 
Beneath the femblant fhew of cordial love. 
Arbaces , whom remorfe and anguifh tortur’d. 
Inform’d me of the whole. 

Pfam. Pernicious flave ! 

Oh ye avenging gods ! with rapid force, , 

Dart on the traytor’s head, thick-flalhing 
light’ning. 

Follow’d by thund’rs all-deftroyinj| rage. 

And fweep this monfter from the verge of earth. 
Quick plunge him down into theloweit hell. 

That he may feel immortal agonies. 

And. groan out an eternity in anguilh. 

Ama. E’er this he has receiv’d the dire reward v 
Of all his treafons, if the rack can give it. 

Pfam. Henceforth, let none in friendlhip e’er 
confide; 

The bond of gratitude, of truft, and faith, < 

Is broken now, and ne’er again can clofe. 
t Ama. Come near, Pfammenitus, my di Ablution 
Approaches fwiftly— I fhall foon be gone. 

Yet, e’er I die, let me embrace thee, prince. 

And ask forgivenefs of the gods and you. 

: Pfam. Help ho ! ■ — great Amajis expires this 
moment. — / 

My emperor — my father — oh look up. 

And blefs your wretched offspring 1 


SCENE 
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SCENE VIII. 


Amafis, Pfammeriitus, and Phanes. 

Ama. Oh, my Ton ! 

Pfam. Support him gently, Phaneu — — How 
convuls’a 

The manly features are I — his deaden’d eyes. 
That darted rays of majefty around. 

Are finking in their fockets. 

Pha. What means this ? 

Death in triumphant ftate reigns all around us. 
Ent’ring but now, the apartment of Arbaces , . 
My eyes encounter’d fuch a dreadful fight * 

As ftruck me chill with horror ! — In his blood 
Lifelefs he welt’ring lay — his half-clos’d eyes 
Star’d ghaftly, dead and motionlefs upon me : 

I fearch’d the chamber, but cou’d find no weapon. 
Which makes it feem, as if fo me ruffian hand 
Bereft him of his life. 

Ama. He is at peace. 

Th’ enquiring hand of heav’n, that fearches out 
Th’ offences of mankind, found him attoning 
(By ftri&eft penitence) for all his crimes. 

Can you forgive me yet, Pfammenitus ? 

My foul will droop, and hang its heavy wing. 
Nor ‘can I face th’ all -judging oow’r above, 

/Till your according goodnefs leals my pardon. 
Pfam . May heav’n befriend my foul, at my 
.* laft gafp. 

As I forgive my dying king and father. 

Ama. 
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Ama, Pfammenitus , I thank thee — mercy — 
heav’n I [dies. 

Pfam. Dead, Amajis ? — well haft thou led 
the way; 

And lo, I follow thee ! [offers to Jiab himfelf. 

Pha. Hold, frantick prince. 

Death has already had too large a feaft : 

Why fliou’d- we gorge him then? 

Pfam. Who can bear life 
Encpmpafs^d with irreparable Evils ? • 

My friend, who had my foul within his bofom. 
In whom I trufted, bafely has betray’d me : 
My father dead of mere remorfe and ftiame ;] 
And to fum up the total of my mis’ries. 

That which devours and fwallows up the reft ; 
My wife, e’er I had tafted hymen’s joys, 
Ravilh’d — deftroy’d — diftain’d by brutal luft. 
What comfort have I left me now but vengeance ? 
Yes, I will glut my eyes with MarcHari ’ s pangs > 
His painful groans, like mufick, will refrefh mej 
» His dying agonies fliall make me fmile. 




SCENE IX. 


Pfammenitus, Phanes, and Sethon. 

Pha. See, Sethon , who attended his laft hours. 
By this, my lord, the wretch rauft be no more. 
Seth. How far does man extend his monftrous 
crimes. 

Loos’d from religion’s guidance and reftraint ? 
The Ihocking imag’ry will ever dwell. 

And 
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And fix itfelf upon my trembling foul. 

But oft ’tis feen, the infolent offender, 

Tho’ boldly impious in the days of health* 
When juftice dooms him, fpiritlefs, and funk. 
He perifheth, without regard or pity. 

Pfam. Is then the villain dead ? 

Seth. He is, my lord. 

And at th’ approach of death, defpair and atf- 
guifh 

Seiz’d, like a fudd/en earthquake, aU his frame. 
His trembling limbs confeft his inward horror. 
That fupercifious port ; that haughty, mien 
Which once diftinguifh’d him,and lwell’d his pride 
Above the proudeft of the fons of men ; 

Had now forfook him, and to fell remorfe. 

And confcious guilt, he feem’d a wretched prey. 
Pfam. Well, with his.duft I war not — let 
him reft. 

Ha ! who comes here ? O ftrange and dreadful 
fight ! 

Do I yet bear this loathfome life about me ? 

Or wander in dark caverns underneath. 

And meet the gliding ghoft of Mir i ana ? 

S C E N E the LAST. 

Miriana enters to them dijlratted, attended by her 

women. 

Mir. Heark ! — he’ll come — but foft be fure — 1 
he’ll make no noife ! 

Let not the king know of our marriage, Iras. 
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Oh thou dear loit’rer! — wherefore do you flay ? 
See ! — look !— our bridal bed’s adorn'd with white. 

Pure as our innocence— what -Amafisl 

JRape ! murther! rape !— where, where’s Pfam- 
menitus ? • 

Oh! are you cottife at laft. — I’ll hug you clofe; 
And well revenge me for this tedious abfcence. 

[ Throws her arms about his neck . 

1 Pfam. Oh my foul’s only comfort — let me eafe. 
Let this embrace heal thy diftemper’d mind. 

. Mir. O fhelter me — lave, fave me from the 
raviflier ! 

Snatch him, ye furies, inftant from my light. • 
Tear him to pieces. — Drag him to your dens 
He’s gone — <away — off — let me follow him. 
That f may route the furies to revenge 
And heap frelh horrors on his tortur’d fpirit. 
Phd. Kind heav’n grant eafe to her afflicted foul* 
Pfam. She’s going, friend — the fire of life is 
fpent. 

Mir. Oh my lov’d lord— the hand of death 
- has feiz’d me* 

Vet let pot my pollutions blot me quite 
From thy dear memory. — Stain’d as I am ; 
Heav’n knows my unconfenting foul is free ; 
*Twas rapt with thine — ’till Mardian's impious 
arts 

Divided us — farewel — Pfammenitus 

A dreadful glopm has Ip read itfelf around, 

My eyes are darken’d, now — their light is out.— 

■ - ( dies . 

Pfam. She’s dead, alas ! the fun of beauty’s fet; 
And now the world, to me, is one dark vale ; 

N Where 
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Where I have long, bewilder’d, loft my \fray. 
And fought the paths of happinefs in vain. 

Seth. O prince, thefe heavy, thefe fevere af- 
flictions . 

Wou’d tempt us to arraign the laws of providence. 
And tax the juftice of th’ eternal gods. 

But, as pure gold is purg’d of its allay. 

And comes out brighter from the fearching fire ; 
So virtue fliines with moft refplendent lufEre 
Surrounded with misfortunes and calamities. 

Pfam. I weep not, Sethon ; yet I cannot boaft 
With Stoics t an infenfibilityj 
He muft be furely more, or lefs, than man. 
That can endure, without fevereft pangs. 

And poinant agonies, fuch mortal forrows. 

But heav’n’s infcrutable in all its ways ! 

And human knowledge never can explore 
The difpenfations of eternal pow’r ; 

Ifyou withpeace and pleafiire wou’d be crown’d. 
Let ev’ry pailion keep its deftin’d bound j 
For virtue’s thorny path will ever la^ be found. 



■i 


the fifth Aft. 



' *. 
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The COMPLAINT. An Epijlle to 
hit Grace Charles Duke of Somerfet. 

Qrgiye, great Somerfet , the trembling 
mufe. 

Who fears to ling, left thou her 
long refufe. 

Feign wou’d Ihe tell, what, in de- 
fective (a) profe. 

In vain I’ve urg’d, my fufFrings, and my woes. 

Next to your fpiral turret, that furveys v 
What pious times did to the martyr raile ; 

An boufe (a very little one) there Hands ; 

It i^ not half fo big as poet Vans, {bt) 

N a There 

' Petition fent to his grace lajf fummer, 

(h) See Dr. Swift'* Mifcellanies . f 
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There lately Grubftreet ( authors might you fpy, 
.Unlefs drachne hid them from the eye. 

Expos’d to fale : foremoft flood Ogilby. 

C r, whofe tinkling Birth-day rhimes declare 

That he can gingle, without fenfe or care. 
Stood next to H—y, contumacious pried ! 

Who of the church that bred him, maxes a jeTL- 

O « here, and Mother Osborne lay. 

In this Jifylum hid themfelves from day. 

Here grew the Poppy o’er Gv J b's brow. 

And Dunciad heroes might have flept ’till now^ 
But home-bred fafrion, and domeftic ftrife. 
Sever’d old (c) Greg from his too youthful wife. 
This houle, my Lord, I took, ’caufe there’s a 
■ garret 

To rhyme in, quaff fmall beer, and rail at claret. 
But while the workmen did the cieling plaifter. 
Your Grace’s fteward comes ; moft dread difafter. 
Tears up the floor, unweildy props he rears 
In ev’ry room, not my lov’d garret fpares ; 

Asks if I’d have the turret fall to crufh me ? 

(Ill fortune fure to take this houfe did pufh me.) 
Amaz’d ! confus’d J I thus expoftulate. 

The houfe is mine, leafe drawn, ftrange turn 
of fate ! . 

Shall pow’r (unjuftly) take away my right ? , 
For leave to enter here, how came you by’t ? 
Thus went I on, when, with a fliarp rebuke. 

At once I’m filenc’d : know you not the Duke ? 
Difpute it with his Grace — there’s no contending. 
Put pray what time will it require in mending? 

(#) The late majter thejkof * 
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What tint ?- the Duke will do it at his pleafure : .. 
jThe rich, you know, to mind the poor han’t leifure. 
Thus for twelve Aoons, to me twelve tedious 
years,’ * 

Alternately pdfleft with hopes and fears, , 
In vain I’ve waited ; rent ftill running on, 

Gods ! need a Poet hafte to be undone ? 

Ye Belles and Beaux, whom (d) Bath, os Spa, q? 
Brijfol, 

Or Pyrmont waters drain of many a piftole : 

Ye cuftomers to (e) Dr: Anodyne 
For pills and lozenges, O mix with mine ' 
Your friendly tears, we’ll deluge till our ftreams 
Shall wafh thofc barb’rous props into the thames., 
But foft, Omufe,no more of wrongs complain* 
To Seymour, fure, thou c^n’ft not cry in vain. 

In him, hereditary virtues fhine ; • 

(Virtue’s inherent to his noble line.) . 

His foul’s unbias’d, firm to honours laws; 

His country’s good, his glory, and applaufe. - 
His heart difdains the injur’d to opprefs ; 

He need but know, moft certairuto redrefs. 

JEv’n now, he fympathifes - with thy grief; • i 
And his kndwn juJHce' foon will fend relief. 

To 

. - - / 

(J) that JJbof has been noted many years for the fate of tbof* waters. 
(<r) His fills were fold there . ' 
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To Mr. P ope. 

Occajioti d by reading his Efla y on Man, 
and the Letters which pajjed betwixt 
. hint, and the late Bijhop Atterbury whets 
the Bijhop was in the Tower . 

X T7HO can forbear the tempting task to prarfe, 
VV Tho’ in feint numbers, your immortal lays ) 
Hail greatly favour’d of th’ infpiring nine* 

On 'whom Apollo's rays fo ftrongly mine. 

You can our paffionS at your will engage, 
Raifeih tmr bofoms, pity, low, or rage. 

Not the fam’d Stagyrite cou’d higher roar. 

Or with m&$ ftrength great naturedepths explore t 
Man tSipuhaft taught us> fhou’d from pridebefree. 
Not BoaiB his realon ’gainft infinity. 

The firff almighty min# that form’d the whole. 
Then into duft infus’d the living foul : 

Can that be fathom’d by a thing finite ? 

As^ eafy darknefs -may ouc-blaze the ligh t. 

Our modern reas’ners, with their utmoft skill. 
Prove only this, that their own fyftem's ill. 

For till the clay can make the potters hand, 

Th* eternal laws of providence muft ftand. 
Who, Milo-like , attempts to break that chain. 
With Milo muft in the bold aft be flain. 

Go on, great poet. Jet free-thinkers rage ; 

Let H- y ftill defame thee, on his ftage. 

Go 
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Go on* and teach us what we want to know. 
That pride to man, is a deftru&ive foe. 

The friends to virtue, thou art fure to gain. 
And (tho* but few) they Ihine a ^glorious train. 
That thofe are thine, thy late epijlles fhew;. 
Where from the heart each fyllaole does flow.. 
In that fweet intercourfe ’twixt friend and friend. 
With pleafure, honeft minds, themfel ves unbend. 
If joy tranfport us, they the blefling (hare. 

If griefs tho’ abfent, they can drop a tear. * 
Our fympathifing fouls at diftance join ; I 
Tho’ prifon walls the body fliou’d confine, > 
Yet they may meet, like Rochester’s and thinei J' 
O name for ever facred, ever dear! 

Who on his fate can thihk, without a te^r ? 
When on the moving page I turn my eyes, T 
Where you take leave, and tenderly advife, ? 
My foul fends forth, involuntary fighs. J 

Who can defcribe your undiflembl’d woes. 

The heart-felt pang that in your bofom role ; 
When he, an exil’d ftranger, hence was driven ? 
(Tho’ now, a bleft inhabitant of heaven : ) 
Religion then, and learning loft a friend j 
(Curft fa&ion muft it ever England, rend.) 

But ah, in vain, we now, his lofs deplore ; 

Since feas of tears cannot that lofs reftore. 

The good to him lhall go, but he return no 
more. 


1 


An 
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v An ODE for the Gra*jd Khaibar. 
M. DCC XXXIV. 

• -«>■ f . -- • ■ ■ ■■■■» ■■■■ i -f .fc. I— ■ — 

, Vive tuo, Prater, tempore , vive meo . Mart. 


I. 

OCl AL good-humour, fweet an<J free, 
) The foul of all fociety } , ' 

thee poffefs’d, wnat need we more ; 
Thou art thy felf a mighty ftore. 

Thy praife mall ever be my fang ; 

What joys to friendjhip do belong ! 

Union and peace with Khabr’ites move 
Like the harmonious orbs above j 
For thefe the Khaibar fam’d {hall be, 

’Till time gives place t’ eternity. 


C HO R US. 


Gay mirth and freedom here our hearts unite. 
To fcenes of joy each brother we invite. 

Such is the happy lot of ev’ry KhaibariTE. 

II. 

Man was unblefs’d in paradife, 

’Till woman from him took her rife } 

Forlorn he wander’d Eden thro’ 

Nor focial joys, nor friendjhip knew : 

But 



S 
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But when the mother of mankind 
Appear’d, Ihe charm’d his god-like mind : 
Inftant did Heav’n their fouls unite* 

And Adam (the firft Khaibarite) 

O’er that heft gift enamour’d hufig. 

And love, and joy, unloos’d hi& tonguef. 

C H 0 R US. 

Then fweet fociety at firft began ; 

Society ! that glads the heart of iriaii. 

And lengthens human life beyond its deftin’dC 
fpan* J 

III. 

This day in lateft annals known* 

Shall ftiine diftinguifh’d by the throne* 

To Britons, and to Caroline 
For ever facred, ftilldiyine! 

* Nassau augments the royal race 
Wfth Anna join’d } let ev’ry face 
Bei rown’d with joy, let KhaibariTES 
Purfue their annual free delights ; 

Concord and friendjhip ever reign. 

And murm’ring Envy pine in vain, 

CHORUS. 

Free Masons e’er creation boaft their rights jy 
But humbler We, whole thoughts foar no fuch f 
heights ,i* 

Own Adam for the fire of all triie KhaibariTes. ) 

O An 

* This Year, the Prince of Orange was married to the Princess 
Royal of England, 
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jin ODE {or the Grand Khaib a,&* 
M.DCC.XXXVL ; \ 


I. 

N OW brothers , we’re met, let’s felutetbe 
good day. 

That convenes ns in friendfhip together. 
Devoted to mirth let all care be away,' 

Nor none bring Anxiety hither. 

At precedence and ftate the ambitious may aijn. 
And lifted by pride, fcom their neighbours; 
The brotherhood hfere,do thofe vices difclajm,. 
J Tis freedom unites the Grand* Khaibars. 

if. 

The pleafures of life do moft furely fubftfb 
In a friendly converfe with each other : 

May KHAiBARiTssenlarge their frill growingf/^ 
Till a thoufand fliali’ hail us with brother-. 
Society forms and embelliihes man } 

The world were a defart without it : 

Good fdloivjhip then, (hall- improve life’s fhort 
.fpan. 

The cynical only do flout it. 

m. 


Digitized by v^ooQle 


POEM S. 


99 

III. 

Jf happy you’d be* or beelafy, or gay, 

’Tis here that thofe bleflings all center ; 
.Here’s what will make age look as blooming as 
May ; 

See Bacchus in triumph does enter ! 

Hi$ train of attendants bear bottles of port, 
Tiie generous juice will infpire us ; 

The wifell of mortals to him make their court. 
Jfjs treafures alone are defirous. 


IV. 

•fhe table iff, crown’d; let the full flowing glafs 
M.«ve briskly, to ftint it is folly; 

To th’ immortal. Grand Khaibar, around let 

. < • it pafei ; 

While here we fit focial arid jolly : 

Gur Joys thro’ the univerfe loudly we’ll tell. 
Great Fame's vocal trump ftiall be founded ; 
The world muft acknowledge that W E of the 

Bell, r . J 

Are th’ only true KhaibaRiTES founded. 


V. 


'So intient oUr no Gor^ttgtf can 

Contend with us. Like the Welch natron. 
When time was jbsut young, the Grand Khai 


L BAR began, , ' 

While yet there was no high Borlacian. 

J Then 
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Then let us commem’rate St. David’s bleft 
morn. 

The whiteft in all this foft feafon : . „ 

On this glorious Day wai -Q ueen Caroline 
born ; 

Our loyalty fquares with our reafon. 

Vf. 

jHark ! the mafter pow ftrikes the fweet founding 
lyre , 

What magick’s in mujtc's fweet numbers : 

Our fouls they command, noble aftions infpire. 

Ev’n frency they calm into {lumbers ! 

Then all in the chorus , let’s heartily join ; 

Health, honour, and peace to the KHAIBAR 3 
United we’ll live, all our hearts mall combine, 
^Vhile happinefs ftill crowns our labotfh 

A% £>PE for the Grand Khaibar. 

M.DCC. XXXVII. 


— ri -rGeverofuiQ £sf Lene require, 

Quad curas Abigat Horat. Lib. I. Epift. i£; 

I. 

C OME let us be merry, good-humour’d and 

gay, , : ' •” 1 

JBehind us caft trouble and forrow ; 

Let wine, mirth and freedom , employ us to day* 
Dull thinking referve for to-morrpwl 

Then 
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Then Khaib’riTes be jovial, this feftival crown 
With friendjhip, with joy, and with pleafure; 
Let none of us here, wear a cynical frown j 

For brotherly love is ‘ a treasure. 

♦ 

II. 

In focjal enjoyments the Khaib’riTes delight } 
No longer can life be defirous * 

Then whiT’ft in good offices, all do unite, ’ >V 
And friendjhif and love do infpire us. . 

Such pleafures as thefe the ambitious ne’er tafte. 
Nor meet on the Square like the Khaibars, 
Life is but to them a ftarv’d Tantalus' Feaft, 
Wlp pine at the lot of their neighbours, 

> ' ’ * ' ' . 

; ?II. 

Here * beauty, and order, zndifriendjhip combine, 
- To raife the delight of each brother ; 
’'Fidelity does with' eonjlancy join, 

- Uniting us firm to each other, 
i No difcord, or jarring, the KHAIRRJTES e’er 
know. - • 

In harmony we meet together ; 

We’re friendly to all, who can then be Qur foe ? 
Or how can fell Anger come hither ? 


f TJie ufual Healths of the Grand Kbaitar # 


IV. 
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We boaft not,. *fcis true, to be Pre-adamites* 

To Mafons we leave fuch vain fancies ; 

I’the clouds is their origine, fo are their rites ; 

They’re' heroes of their own romances, 
ffcii we of thc KHAiBAR thofe fables del^ife. 

We deal not in fudt fpeculations ; 

With . truth WePfce contented, we broach not 
ftrange lies, 

, Tho’ fwallow*d by men of all nations. 

V. 

This day to true Britons will ever be dear, f 
And fliine with great luftre in ftory ; 

It gave us a Qjjneen, who makes England her 
• Care, - 

And ftudies to keep up its glory. 

Then let the full bumper go chearfvilly round. 
To Carolina and the Grand Khaibar ; 
There’s nought but good fellowship here to be | 
found, ' * 

Each one wiihes-well to his neighbour. 


7m 
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ON THE 

Sicknefs and Death, 

Of her Late 

Moft Sacred MAJESTY. 

T HE Queen difeas'd! Behold how ev’ry eye 
Is fill’d with tears : All to the Temples fly. 
Imploring heav’n the great, and good, to fpare. 
To heav’n their vows are made, they pierce 
the air : 

A weeping people fends one univerfal prayer. 

A nation kneels, but kneels, alas ! in vain. 
Inexorable death aflerts his reign. 

O bright exemplar I In whofe life was feen 
That virtue adds a glory to a Qjjeen. 

The pomp of pow’r may ftrike a vulgar mind j 
She us’d it, only to be juft, and kind. 

In her, Di/lrefs was fure to find a friend ; 

Her Charity, to j4U, Ihe did extend. . * 

Her fecret bounty thoufands did fuftain : 

To her, trye worth was neYsr known in vain. 

Smiling 
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Smiling Ihe met the bitter ftroke of deaths 
And fcarcely figh’d, when fhe refign’d her breath; v 
The fons of art their utmoft pow’r difplay’d. 
And the whole force of medicine was efTay’d* 
Dauntlefs fhe bore excruciating pain. 

And arm’d with piety, did not complain. 

To heav’n refign’d, on faith’s feraphic wing 
Her foul flew up to the almighty king. 
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